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im came ibc admen Parker, Sc<.>u, Lyne with 
thdrshimmeringreflcclion of the 1980s: dazzling, 
opulent, Anxriean movies that put Britain on 
(he map in Hollywood. Then came the ideviston 
directors Winterbotlom, Cireengrass, Yates the 
mainstream mavericks reshaping the new century 
with subversive and paranoid blockbusters. 

Now it’s the turn of a new generation the 
pop-culture kids raised on videogames and Star 
Wars, the arrested developers who lost iheiT 
to George Lucas and nevergot it back. 

They grew up with ET and The Cbomet, 
Marty McFly and Gkmhieim. Hollywood 
may have been a galaxy far, far away, but they 
absorbed the impact and imagery of American 
filmmaking and assimilated it into a new kind 
of international British cinema. The likes of 
Matthew Vaughn and Edgar Wright have taken 


genres that weren't considered part of our 
filmmaking identity and refashioned them into 
sonething quintessentially Brifi^. 

Now Joe Cornish has joined the gang and in 
style. It's not as bold as Scon PSgrim, nor as brazen 
as Kick-Ass, hu\. Attack the Block is a triumphant 
fusion of British values and Hollywood magic. 

Ever since IP&r of the VRtrlds was relocated 
liom Croydon to California lor Bynm Haskin's 
1953 adaptation, Britain has sacrificed science- 
fiction spectacle to concentrate on the genre’s 
existential outer limits. Aliens invaded more 
meaningful places while Blighty sat back and 
watched. But not any more. 

From themomentHrtorA announces 

itself with a crane shot of Oval tube station it is 
anchored by an unmistakably British milieu. 
From here we follow trainee nurse, Sam Oodi® 
Whittaker), as she makes her way home through 
the kind of unlit streets that will be instantly 
familiar to any south Londoner. On one of these 
streets, close to the estate where dte lives, Sam 
is stopped by a gong of hoodies and, in another 
scene that will he familiar to many, is 'merked' 
for her wallet and ring. 

Just as your heart sinks at (he lone of 
gritty urban realism, a fir^all explodes, an 
alien appears, a beat-down follows and a full 
on invasion kicks off. As ni^tmare visions of 
iridescent teeth and gui-knoiiing growls come 
looking for blood, the hoodies Pest (Alex 
Esmail), Dennis (Franz Drameh), Jerome 
(Leeon Jones), Biggz (Simon Howard) and 
ringleader Moses Qohn Boyega) retreat to the 
block and prepare to fight for their lives. 

It’s inner dty versus outer space, but it’s 
more than that, toa It's idealism, ambition 
and audacity versus the can’l^o parochialism 
of British-funded film. It’s Cornish versus the 
cynics. The result? Bare slewage. -ssi^ 



“IT’S INNER CITY VERSUS OUTER 
SPACE, BUT IT’S MORE THAN THAT, 
TOO. IT’S IDEALISM, AMBITION 
AND AUDACITY VERSUS THE 
CAN’T-DO PAROCHIALISM OF 
BRITISH-FUNDED FILM. IT’S 


CORNISH VERSUS TH 


Actually, the fight was rigged. Cornish is a first lime director, hut he's 
not strai^i ofT the bus. He cut his teeth as the co-creaior of (!IhanneI 4’s 
Adam and Jtx ShtTO) before pitching up in Hollywood as one of three British 
writers on Spielberg and Jackson’s Tindn. With those kind of friends it’s 
no surprise that Aaack the Block is slick, smart and full of geek-friendly 
nods and winks. But where it really makes a mark is in realising the hidden 
potential of the genre. 

The gang’s reaction to first contact is a superbly orchestrated and 
darkly comic riposte to Close Encounters. There are no flashing lights, 
no Frany-oia TrulfauL “It's raining monkeys!" shouts Jerome. They’re 
not interested in social allegory these aren't aliens as asylum seekers, 
"They're fucking monsters," says Biggz. "Bare aliens," agrees Moses. 
"Let's get tooled up!" concludes Pest. It’s in this collision between the 
enormity of the event and the simplicity of the response that Cornish 
locates many of the film’s best moments. 

That these moments work is due in no small part to the cast mostly 
non-professiona] first-timers themselves. They helped Cornish develop ihe 
dialogue, an inscrutable south London vernacular ihaiH need subtitles in 
some parts of Britain, never mind the US. It’s peppered with references to 
CoS o//)ufv, rap music and exactly the kind of movie they’re in, blurring the 
already fuzzy boundaries between the recognisable and the unthinkable. 
The efleci is like seeing the film’s own audience up on screen, not just 
playing along but playing a part. 

Attack the BUtek may be scarcely 90 minutes long, but if there's one 
thing Cornish has learned from Spielberg it’s to use action as character. 
Yet there's a subtle development of personality, too. At first, the gang 
are little more than sketches. And why not? You think you know these 
people from a thousand headlines. "Ihey’re fucking animals," as one 
old lady puts it. 

But as Ihey’re shaded, real people emerge characters worth caring 
about because they go beyond the cliche. The sympathy andafleciion that 
the director has developed fur them is unmistakable, and as the film takes 
a sharp turn fiom comic to horrific, you'll find yourself nervously willing 
them through- Because none of them are safe as Moses is reminded, 
“Everywhere you go, bad things happen.” Cornish has cited American 
mrcuotf in London as an inspiration, and he earns comparisons ui John 
Landis' film through blood as well as laughs. 

like Amerkrn Vdretatlf, there are slabs at satire "She’s a nurse, they 
don’t gel paid nuffin’," Pest complains to Moses when they find Sam’s 
hospital ID. But other elfurts at infusing the film with apolitical subtext arc 
mure even, with the kids’ easy access to knives a particular slicking point. 


E CYNICS. 


I-ater, though. Pest will convincingly explain to Sam why ihey’re able to 
take events in their stride walking around in fear of your life is like any 
other d^ cn the block. At one point, Moses suggests that the aliens are 
a weapon introduced by the government to wipe out black boys, but just 
when you think that Comi^ is getung carried away, the rest of the gang 
burstinto laughter. 

The most important character of all is the block itself. Lit fium above 
and shot from below, it’s the most alien element of the film. To the people 
who live there, it’s mure than just a placet it 'a an idea, a symbol of safety, 
security and home. However ambivalent the residents themselves are to 
those concepts, it’s an extended family and tribal bond; the only time the 
boys show any remorse is after they realise Sam lives there loo that she is, 
however tenuously, one of them. 

But Cloraish never quite injects the block with enou^ personality. 
As a cinematic space it feels underused strangely sterile and empty where 
it should bloom with life to invest the alien threat with its proper dramatic 
impact. The few people who do inhabit it are movie stereotypes - drug 
dealers, gangsters and comic white boys rather than the flesh and blood 
people who could have invested it with real feeling. 

And yet personality is the thing that Attack the Block has in spades. 
Clornish has succeafuUy channelled some of that Spielberg stardust to 
create a film whose roots are impossibly exotic even while the action is 
tantalisingly close to home. It exudes a sense of destiny, of irresistible 
energy. As a filmmaker, Cornish isn’t yet in the same league as friend 
and exec-producer Edgar Wright, but alongside Wright, Vaughn, 
Duncan Junes and Gareth Edwards, he’s part of the bright future of 
genre filmmaking in Britain ® 


Anticipation. Joe Cornish is a cult hero from 
his TV days, but he's also part of a new British 
film scene chat’s set to take over Hollywood. 

A 

Enjoyment. Balancing big laughs and big 
shocks, Attack the Block is a brilliant first film 
by anybody's standards. 

A 

In Retrospect. Destined for a long life on DVD 
shelves. Introduce people to this film and they'll 

A 
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CURATED BY PORTISHEAD AND ATP 

STARRING 

PORTISHEAD 
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PJ HARVEY... - GRINDERMAN.4. 

DOOM - COMPANY FLOW - SWANS - BEACH HOUSE 
CARIBOU - LIARS - THE BOOKS - BEAK> - FACTORY FLOOR 
THE TELESCOPES - ANIKA - DD/MM/YYYY - FOOT VILLAGE 
S.C.U.M. - THE PASSION OF JOAN OF ARC 

AND MANY MORE ACTS TBA 

SATURDAY 23pd JULY & SUNDAY 24™ JULY 

LONDON ALEXANDRA PALACE 


DAY AND WEEKEND TICKETS AVAILABLE NOW! 

CHECK AT WWW.ATPFESTIVAL.COM FOR INDIVIDUAL DAV LINEUPS 
TICKETS ALSO AVAILABLE FROM WWW.SEETICKETS.COM 



I'll BE YOUR MIRROR Is a new series oi orlisl curated music, lilmarvd art events. Acting as sister events to llie AT? Festivols which lake plocetn holiday resorts, 
II retains ihe curatorial and rnulllple bond and film concept, but will take place in cities worldwide.'nie events are named oiler the bside to The Veivet 
Underground's origina! All Tomorrow's Forties 7" single, releosed in 1966. 

ATP will be bringing to the venue o cinema, amazing iood vendors, oddirtg extra bars (including cadi bats| and toilets ond also puWng on extra shuttle buses 
from public transport locations to the venue and bock. 


ANIMAL COLLECTIVE I GANG GANG DANCE 
LEE SCRATCH PERRY I BEACH HOUSE 
ARIEL PINK'S HAUNTED GRAFEITI 
BLACK DICE I TERRY RILEY 
MEAT PUPPETS mmitll] UPON THE SUN 
THE FROGS P!S!iNB ITS ONLY RIGHT AND NATURAL 

BIGBOKQUTKASTjIATUSSOUND 
THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 







LWLles: 

Wbet do 70« love ebout JicvieT? 

Joe Cornish: 

Hsuma. X should have guessed you were 
roiBg to iBk me this. I should beve 
prspered iti Whet is it I lov: ebcut 
noviea? I guess the thing I loved most 
wlien X Wes ■ kid was walking out Of the 
cinena after you’ve seen sn ams-ing film 
and it’s like landing on another planet, 
it’s like you’ve just arrived on Earth. 
That’s the sign of e good film and that’s 
a feeling I don’t get any other way. 

Is that good enough? I just remeinhor 
walking out or The Black Stallion and 
Close Encounters... 1 saw it in the 
Haymarket when I was about 10 on own, 
The Slack Stalion, and it was just like, 
I don’t know, like an amaeing acid trip 
or sooething. And when you’re a kid and 
you know nothing about the process and 
the film is well made, it’s just insane. 
It’e like a lucid dream, isn’t it? And 
when you connect with it emotionally, 
it's amajingly powerful. I wish life 
was tiiob powerful. 


UfOaU 
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THE BEST BRITISH COMEDY IN YEARS 
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'One of the most 
frightening of all films' 


Directed by Henri-Georges Clouzot 


In cinemas 18 March 2011 
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catastrophes featuring the end of the world and 
a nice cup of tea. 

Although Britain has prodLXrad a tnaior body 
of 5F films sines the 19308, few have captured 
the public imagmetxin in the same way as the 
quirky abeurdsm of teievieion, from Ouatermass 
and Ih« Avengers to RM Uwsrf, 3lBke'a 7 and, 
of course. Joctor tvno ihose that did. Iiks 
H ammer's The Ouatermass Xperimenl [igSbJ. 
often started out as TV senes or, like 2001: 
A bpace ua/ssey UVCUi and Alien liv/yj, didnt 
seem very Bntish at all. Nevertheless, Britain's 
forgotten history of science-fiction cinema boasts 
rock-solid classics [Things to Come 1936J. 
cuK masterpieces (A Clockwork Orange 19711 
and enough spaced out trash - think 195k's Devil 
Sir/ from Mars or 1976's Queen Kong - to delight 
the most discerning cinephile. 



British science-tiction goes back to the birth of 
British cinema itself In the early years of the last 
century a handful of sMnt films played on fears of 
invasion and war m the sky, such as ine Airsnip 
destroyer taka Settle In the Clouds 1909J and 
Aenaf Anarchrsts C191U. But the landmark of earfy 
British SF was Things to Come, HS Wells retort to 
the Germanic gloom of vfetropolis a decade earlier. 
Wblls’ utopian vision of rule by scientific elites 
makes for stiff and talky drama, but the film is 
memorable for the stark white futurism of Its set 
design and lor spooki/y prophesising The Blitz m 
scenss of London under aerial bombardment 
It wasn't until the 19508, when the genre 
took off in Hollywood, that British 5F production 
began in earnest The first wavs included some 


outstanding fims- insular black-and-white scare 
stories about post-war threats to the British way 
of Irfe. The best were Val Guest's 1957 Ouatermass 
2. m which alierrs take over the bstablishmenl 
and the documentary-like Ihe Day the Earth 
Zaughi Fire (1961), which imagines the planet 
slummeting towards the eun. They were (oined 
dy 1960'8 Village of the Dsmned, whose happy 
ending, uniquely requires the mess murder of 
schoolchildren^ and Joseph Loseya ihe Damned 
[1963], a bleak, masterly nuclear fable made for 
Hammer, whose theme of gang violence presaged 
A C/Dckwork Orange These films show British 
SF at its best: sober and unsensational in style, 
yet rife with sub^erslve ideas and allegorical 
subtexts about the changing social landscape. 


'BRITISH SF LOOKED 
ANXIOUSLY BACKWARDS 
RATHER THAN INTO THE 
FUTURE. NERVOUS ABOUT 
THE EMPIRE’S LOSS 
OF PRESTIGE, POWER 
AND INFLUENCE.’ 

• mm 

A Significant number of these films were 
edaptations of radio and TV hits, like Guests fhe 
Abominaoie Snowman iiVb/j, ihe btrenge bond 
3t Planet X (1958) and The Irollenberg Terror 
.aka The Crawling Eye 1953). Ihe heroic auteur of 
the period was Manx writer Nigel Kneale. who wrote 
the TV Duatermass serials and The Ahomineble 
Snowman. Hts 1958 TV show luatermass and 
the Hf adapted by Hammer In 1967. is a superb 
20CU-nke story of alien interference in human 
evohitjon. whose pessimism and Irony braclngly 
contrast the gung-fio tone of most American sa- 
fi. It also offered a contrast to those cheap, luridly 
titled eiplortetian rnovies like Stranger from M>nus 
:195<<) end -ire Maidens of Outer Space a9S6l 
that imitated and often tried to psss themselvee 
off as Amarican productions. Cult tavounta 
JevX Ott! from Mars is the pick of the bunch - 


a Oeticiously camp tale of an interplanetary 
dorrinatrix on the prowl in rural Scotland. 

After Duatermass, in which a contaminated 
spaceman morphs into a giant furigus m 
WestiTunstar Abbey end Hammer's resuscitation of 
the horror genre with gory Gothic romarrcas like 
Jracuia 11908), most British oh films of tne late 
'50s and '60 b evolved Into monster movies arvf 
other hybrids of 5F-horror. Unlike Bdence-fiction. 
norror would prove a reliable money-spinner 
for cash-poor British producers. Two plot lines 
oredominate - alien irrvasion and urban disaster. 
the Earth Dies Screaming (196kJ. directed by 
Terence Fisher, is typical: a handful of cheaply 
costumed aliens invade a village, whereupon a 
cross secbon of social types retreat to the piA) 
and react witn variously stiff upper -kps to these 
symbols of modernity end 'Otherness 



One baffling aspect of the invasion film is why any 
serf-respecting alien colonist should bother with 
oc6t-war Britain st all. Annihilating Washington or 
NewTbrk made sense in American films like 1951's 
The Day the Earth Stood Stifl, but why launoh the 
conquest of Earth from Scottish pubs and sleepy 
villages? in fact, British SF tended to look aradou^ 
oa<3<waitfs rather than wonderingly into the tuture. 
Classic American tllma of the 1950s like Jwason 
of the Botly Snatchera 11955) channelled paranoia 
about Ore communist threat and subversion from 
withn. British SF was nervous about tha empire's 
088 of pisetige, power and influence after the war 
and the humiliation oh Suez in 1956. The recurnng 
theme of invaeion tapped directly Into memoriee of 
The Blitz and the threat of fascist conquest - alens 
tei>3ed to resemble Nazis rather then communists, 
most ^mously those Nazi pepper pots the Daleks. 
The Day the Earth Caught Fire for example, looked 
oack'tothe war asa timeof purpose and resistance 
and asks whether The Blitz spirit' - the pluck and 
-esclve Londoners showed dunng the bombng - 
could survive the new laalitiBS of the hAiclear Age. 

Indeed, the enemy in British SF would prove to 
be that classic alien archetype, the shiapeshrtter. 
t morphed from faecism Into the bureeucretic 
Establishment behind the emerging Welfare State 
las in Juatermsss Zl: dangerous youth Hike tne 
super-intelligent Aryans In Village of the .as* 








SPACE MAY BE AMERICA’S FINAL FRONTIER, BUT 


BRITS PREFER THEIR SPACEMEN TO POSSESS HEROIC 


ECCENTRICITY RATHER THAN THE 


RIGHT STUFF. 


Jsmnsa ana its ISAH sequel .Niaren or me 
3amnedl: or those aliens cfosest to rioire. 
housewives and career women. Brer since The 
ffertect Hbman in 19A9. in when a male scientist 
tries to make an obedient female robot, an abiding 
theme in British science-ficbon has been an 
eroticlsed fear of assertive, independent end 
uneontrollablo women. In The Strange Woria 
of Hanet X ;1958), Or^earthly Stranger a963). 
I'nvesion (19661 and The Body Stealers (ska rhm 
Ur, 1969J. woman were literal^ creatures from 
another worlds alkjnng threate to normality and 
the British way of life. Their erotic threat would be 
overt in sexploitation films tike ^ets One [1969J 
and ihe be^piorer (or Ihe brri rrom starship 
Menus 197SJ, where Iuscioue alien femmes fatales 
seduced earthmen and whisked them off to 
repopulate their dying planets. 



The late '60s saw a new seriousnass in screen 
SF with the release of two major hits In 196S 
- In the US, Garret of the Apesi end in Britain 
Stanley Kubrick’s 2001: A Space Odyssey which 
is the greatest of all British SF films, even If Its 
co-suthcr and director was American. Its focus 
on space travel was unusual in British science- 
fiction In the 1950s a few British films such as 
Spaceways U9531 and Satellite in the Sky USSej 
chlrpify assumed that Britain would lead the space 
race, but their Dan Dare fantasies didnt survii,« 
Britain's loss of power and esteem. Since the 1960s 
few Bntlsh mcMies have been interested in the 
idea of space travel, w'lbt notable exceptbns like 
SpaceUi^t C-1 tl96a. Hammer s 'space western' 
Moon Zero fwo (19691. and Danny Boyle's Sunshine 
(20071. Otherwise, the only Britons who make it to 
Infinity and beyond are kidnapped by aliens as In 
Ihey Lame trom Beyond space llMbfJ. imagining 
John Bull amongst the stars is usualiy left either 


to nostalgic adaptations of Victorian novels such 
as ^rsf Men in the Moon (19691 or comedies 
mocking the very idea, like Nick Parks 1989 4 
Stand Day Out with Wallace and Gromit Space may 
oe America's final frontier but Brits prefer their 
spacemen to possess heroic eccentricity rather 
than the right stuff - think of Arthur Dent in The 
■iitehhikers Guide Patrick Moore, Colin Pillinger 
and the meictriai Doctor Who. 

Despite 20016 myetcel explorations of inner 
space, nor was thara much exchange between 
Bntish SF cinema and the peychedelic 'New Wave 
of Bo-fi writers in the 1960s such ss Michael 
Moorcock and JG Ballard (although Ballard dxl 
write the original treatment of Hammer s somewhat 
naccurate prehistoric fantasy iVhen Dinosaurs 
iu/ed the Earth in 1970. which he later desenbed 
as 'the worst film ever made'i and Moorcock’s 
novel TTie Final Programme became an amusingly 
colourful campfest In 1973, which Moorcock, 
oredictably (oabiedl. But there is an authentically 
groovy vibe to space oddities like Moon Zero 
fwo and the SF muscat Toomorrow (19701. which 
was supposed to launch Olivie Newton John's 
eponymous pop group es the new Monkees. 



'Most SF producton still consisted of TV spin- 
offs or horror films sdrrft in s waning exploitation 
market. Those masterpieces and cult classics 
that emerged in the 1970s were srt movie 
one-offs from auteurs like NIc Roeg who. in an 
nspired move, cast David Bowie as the ebon 
orought low by human pleasures in The Man 
Who Fell to Earth (1978)i or John Boorman, 
who put Sean Connery In a nappy for Zatdoz 
119791; and Kubrick, whose controversial end 
oresclent 4 Clockwork Orange was withdrawn 
from circulstion after death threate to his 
family Commsroalty, the most successful Bribsh 


contribution to SF continued to be the James 
Bond films, whose fascination with gizrros lapsed 
htd outright science-ficton with the Star HSrs- 
nspired vfoonraker 119791, in which Roger Moore 
swapped his safari jacket for a space suit. 

Sdence-ficton production pretty much dried 
up from the mid-1970s, which was a low point for 
British film production in general. After the release 
of star Wars in 1977, Britain's mein contnbutwn 
was as a base for Internetionel co-pioductions 
such as Saturn 3 (19801, scriptad by Martin Amis, 
and Alien, directsd by Ridlsy Scott, who later made 
Slade ffunner in the US end le consequently one 
of the very few British directors responsible for 
two great SF films. Fans of the bizarre, however, 
should hunt down the indescribably bad Dueen 
<ong - unreleased because of copyright problems 
- in which Robin Askwith of the lonfesstons- films 
eads the women of Britain in defence of a giant 
ove-sick feminist gorilla. 

Since the 1930s, science-fiction production 
*138 mostly consisted of occasional one-offs 
along the same tines as before • TV spin-offs (The 
Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, 20051, trashy 
axploitston [Roy 'Chubby' Brown's JFO, 19931 and 
iterary adaptetione (children or Men. 20061. While 
the dominant trend continuee to be the horror 
nybnd, from 1997 'b ovenf Horizen to Shaun of the 
Jead(i9JU9J and ihe Uescent (ZUUbJ. 

But even today as James Cameron ushers in 
a new era of megs-budget 3D scMi. the back- 
yard Irtish way survit«s. As a new generation 
emerges, spearheaded by the likes of Joe 
Cornish, Duncan Jones and Gareth Edwards, 
nome-grown scT-fi continues to ftounsh and 
nspire because of (not despite! its modest mans 
and outsized ambitions ® 




OPENS IN C 



"nEBESTKILLERTYREMOVIE 
YOU'LL EVERSEE" 

JHU.CHH 





9 oho fs full of sscrots. It's a strange maze of narrow 
alleys anct unmarked doors. Through one of those 
alleys, behind one of those doors, Joe Cornish Is 
working frantically to finish his debut film. lAttsck the 
Block Is due out in three months and it's still looking 
rough around the edges. Thie dock is ticking, but If Cornish is 
feeling the pressure, It Isn't showing. 

The edit suite Is s place of calm intensrty. tVith its fruit 
basket giant scteen and blinking control panels, it looks like 
a cross between an opulent home cinema and the bridge of the 
Enterprise. Captain Cornish has cooked up around IS minutes 
of footage for us to watch. He's excited, but a little nervous 
This is the first time anybody outside the production has 
been allowed a glimpse, and the raw footage lacks a final spit 
and ^arkie. 

Set on an inner-city estate In StocKwell. London, hftsck 
the Block Is like ET, only instead of making friends with 
a lost alien, a gang of hoodies kicks the shit out of one, 
then gets tooted up when Its Intergalactic mates come 
looking for payback. Actually It's not like ET at all - it's more 


Close Encounters meets The Football Eaefory with a liberal 
dash of The H&rriors and a hint of Predator. 

What we cen say right now is that It's vary smart end very 
funny. Ungraded end unfmished it might be. but Attack the 
Block has the look of a true Britsh original. 

■fc 

~~a. 

This story of outer space arxf inner city has very down to earth 
roots. "I was mugged In 2001 by a gang of kids and It was a very 
unreal experience.' says Cornish after the lights have come up 
"The kids seemed very young - you could tell that they were 
frightened and not really into it I knew they lived nearby, I knew 
rd aeen them before and I knew I would sea them again. I knew 
we had shared interests - tney were probably on a similar level 
on Cell of Duty, we probably Kked the same TV shows, we couM 
probsbly hsve the same conversation about films, and yet here 
we were in this weird ntualised situation standing In the street 
Then the idea struck me of what would happen If a little alien 
landed at the same time ' 






That touch of fantasy breaking through the surface of the 
muhdana is typical of Cornish, Alongside Adam Suxton, he made 
his name in the lata '908 with The Adam and Jo« Show It was a 
frer>etic mash-up of satire and sketches, informed by a shared 
love of pop culture and movie trivis. 

Cornish was one of those kids whose mind was seduced 
by Star Wars in the '70s. And while Attack the Block ^‘t an 
hoirage to any one film per se, it is a throwback to the classic 
science-fiction films of Cornish's youth, when the irr^iossibie 
seemed so effortlessly within reach. 'It's important to me for 
stories like this to be set In a recognisable mSceu' he says, 
'not on spaceships or In the future or in the past As a kid, 
Eniott holding the thermometer to the hght to get off school in 
order to spend the dey with ET wes something I couW connect 
to on such a lovely combination of levels. It was realism and 
fantasy beautifully btanded. I wanted to try and do something 
that would give the same excitement to a kid that lived on one 
of the estates round the corner from me.’ 

And that's the thing. It's ell very well ET landing In soma 
picket-fencad American suburb - he might as well still be on 
an alien planet Cornish wanted to make saence-fiction local. 
'[ wanted to make a fantasy film that was relevant to certain 
values and questions that are more modem and more British.' 
he admits. "There Isa huge tradition of British sci-fi War of the 
Worlds is all set In Croydon, Britain - and London in particular 
• has a massively rich history that isn't really addressed 
m mi^ies. TV's getting much better at it but cirrema seems 
to have oegleeted It in favour of royalty or stuff that's completely 
divorced from reality," 

To Cornish, tha thing that defines British sci-fi is its 
resolute ordinarinass. "We're back-room tinkers.' he says. "Like 
m ftoobarb and Custard when he goes and builds another 
mvsntlon In hs shad. Wa just like a bft of practical magic.' 
He points to friend and collaborator Edgar Wright whose 
willingness to do special effects in-camera, rather ti»n relying 
on digital imagery, marks him out in modern cinema 'Computer 
generated imagery is obsessed with realism in a very counter- 
inturtrve way " he insists, "If you look at a lot of the digital 
creatures in Harry Potter, you couldn't go home and skettfi them 
- you'd need a draughtsman's degree. The/ce hyper realistic. 
They're so realistic they're unrealistic. The charm is to go home 
and feel that Ks possible to figure out how they did it When I 
was a kid. I'd go and see Ghostbusfers and spend the next day 
trying to draw tha Stay Puft Marshmallow Man, or trying to gat 
the logo right They had a graphic simplicity that was much mors 
mfsctious and warm and authored than a lot of the stuff now" 

That's not to say ha'a a Luddite. Along with Wright and 
Steven Moffat Cornish is part of the all-British trio that wrote 
the script for Steven Spielberg and Peter Jackson's mobon- 
capture TTntin, Seeing that process first-hand has given him 
an understanding of why some directors prefer CG to pracbcal 
effects, ''ibu think as a consumer that film is this considered 
art but its not - it's realty kick-bdlock-scramble Its like a 
trolley dash.'ibu spend three years planning and then you have 
to execute it in the blink of an eye. Things fuck up and you've 
got three minutes to solve It or you're tucked.' he explains. 
’So anything that can get eccidents out of the equation is 
massivsiy valuabla. That's why motion-captura is so attractiva: 
no surprises. But, personally, It doesn't have an aesthetic that 
I like that much." 


Givsn how dornmsnt CG Is becoming, Is Cornish just another 
English eccentric - part of a dying bread hanging on toe halcyon 
srs that maybe never really existed? It's telling thst Attack the 
Block finds itself sandwiched between computer-generated 
bahamoths Battle. LA and Cowboys & Aliena, both of which 
will inevitably outmuscle it at the box-offlca. "Audiences are 
now more sophlsticatsd and they do have higher expectations, 
so you've probably got to be better - you can't get away veth 
certain things.' Cornish admits. 'But then again, I was watching 
the un-fucked-up version of The Empire Strikes Sack the other 
day and checking outYoda, and sure the tips of his ears boing 
about the place, but its still amazingly good, I hava faith that 
people still appreciate that' 

Cornieh'a spproach to his own film was suitably hands-on 
"When I wes at film school, so many people wera more interested 
In wearing the baseball capthan they wera in actually doing the 
work," he says. "The moment you start feeling tike that your (wat 
alarm should go off and you should just get the fuck on with 
it and apply yourself.’ 

The young cast were recnjited by Nina Gold, who 
discovered Katie Jarvis for F/sh Tank, and they all contributed 
to finessing the dialogue that Cornish had compiled from 
interviews with kids at youth clubs. "I thought the language 
those kids speak might as well beKlingon for a lot of people.' 
he says, "so I buUt the dialogue out of reel quotas, and 
then that was filtered through the kids who rewrote It end 
brought it up to date That was hugely Important because 
I might have grown up in Stockwsit. but I wse ferried off to 
a quite nice school everyday (Cornish attended uber-posh 
Westminster School] arrd I’m kO so it was very Important to 
fully involve them. 

"Plus It made It really exciting and really fun to turn up 
every dayfor work,’ he continues. "I was a first time director, 
and when you're a first time director everybody is rrore 
experienced than you, so you're surrounded by these people 
that know more than you, waiting for you to fuck up, waiting 
for you to lose your authority. The kids were this Island of 
first-timers as well, se actually I felt like we were going on a 
little adventure together' 

The clock Is still ticking There's work to be done end 
Cornish is getting restless. Ha's talking about a film he'd 
rather be working on, eapecially now the end ia In sight Does 
he think that Attack the Block will ba part of the ransiasanca 
of British science-fiction'’ 'Td be wary of saying that because 
as soon as you say something like thst. It's peaked and it'e 
time for it to be over,' he replies. "1 certainly think there's 
a lot of potential that's been ignored for a while, so it feels 
like quite a fresh thing to do. There's a lot of really good telly 
but it would be rtice to see rt done on a bigger canvas. I just 
remember myself as a kid, and if 1 was 15 now 1 would love 
to see this kind of film.' 

Does he see himself as a genre filmmaker, then? 'I'd love 
to bs a genre filmmaker.' he says. "I don't think there's enough 
genre filmmaking in Britain. I love genre. I sbsolutely love it 
Genre films can do more than any other, can't the/* They can 
mean aomething, they can be axdting, they can be funny I love 
it. I'm not interested in anything else, really" ® 




“YOU THINK AS A CONSUMER 
THAT FILM IS THIS 
CONSIDERED ART, BUT IT’S 
NOT - IT’S REALLY KICK- 
BO L L 0 C K - S C R A M B L E . IT’S 
LIKE A TROLLEY DASH.” 





‘H must bs. I thought, 
halluelnstlens to ^st 
and plaea is bayond catselysm. 


I t would be hard to dispute thet John Wyndhems early life proffers little 
to write home about 5orn in a Warwickshire village in 1903 to middle- 
dsss parents who would later separate when he was eight-years-cid, 
and privatefy educated at Sedates School In Hampshire, the writer's 
childhood presents a somewhat prosaic portrait of relative privilege offset 
by mikj domestic discontent His sister, also a writer, sums up an upbringing 
of normality in a precis of enviable familial harmony, recalling as an adult 
'Wb loved our mother and each other and we were as close as It is possible 
for a family to be." The everydayness of his life was re more ac^rent to 
anyone than the author himself, who tats in life reflected. *My life has been 
practically devoid of interest to anyone but myself - though I have ciuite 
enjoyed it of course, in those moments when I did not seem to have been sent 
to occupy a largely lunatic world.' And yat for Wyndham. this acquaintance 
with the ordinary the pedestrian and the seemingly innocuous became 
the foundation of a Uterary oeuvre that would redefne the parameters of 
science-fiction, transforming the genre from s galactic-gangsters-in-spBce 
opera to something strikingly, terrifyingly close to home. 

After leaving Sedales School in 1921, Wyndham s initial efforts at careers 
In law and advertising were succeeded by more literary pursuits. He began 
selling short fiction to American pulp magazines before having a novel. 
The Secret People, pi^lished in serialised form in 1935. During this time. 
Wyndham. loiown then by Ns nom de plume John Benyon, enjoyed moderate 
but unmemorable success, until the Second World War inteimpted his career 
and he was required to serve as a censor in the Ministry of Infoimation. 

In the years immediately after the war's end. the science-fiction market 
languished and Wyndham's own fortunes dipped. But as the CM War revived 
concerns about lha rise of communism and the threat of nuclear apocalypse, 
science-fiction assumed a new resonance, simultaneously voicing and 
allayirig the snowballing artxieties of the national unconscious. Wyndhsm's 
writing explcited to delicious affect the new end frightening plausibility 
of impending disaster placing the threat of cetastiophe. mutaten and 
difference in strfling proximity to the famllisr. 


a realm of the 
it unfamiliar at 

the time - ushered in a new era in science-fiction, displacing fantastical 
visions of time and space travel with rational axtensions of the everyday 
Wyndham himself viewed the term science-fiction' with slight contempt. 
With their focus on character development and emotional authenticity, his 
novels leaned towards realism. The Day of the Triffids. arguably Wyndhsm's 
most popular and best-known work, imsgines s world In the aftermath of 
a meteor shower, in which mass blindness sweeps through the population 
and s species of monstrous mobile carnivorous plants terrorise the 
planet. So influential was the 1951 novel that Wyndham recalled sitting In 
the pub one day and overhearing two gardeners describe their weeds as 
the novel's eponymous man-eating creatures. 

Four years after The Day of the Triffids came The Chrysalids, where, 
in a future world devastated by nuclear war pious sun/ivors embark on 
a rutNess mission to stamp out mutations from the true image of God. 
The Midwich Cuckoos followed in 1957, locating the disaster theme within 
the family, and placing a small Ertgiish village under attack from mysterious 
aliens who impregnate the entire female population. The novel spawned 
three film adaptations, most notably Wblf Rilta's Village of the Damrred (19601 
snd John Carpentefs 1995 remake, which transported the story from its 
sleepy English milieu to America, and ramped up the quiet creepiness of 
the novel with lasNngs of gratuitoua violence, earning it the Vibrst Remake 
accolade at the 16th Golden Raspberry Awards. 

Wyndham has been criticised by some for the insularity and imaginative 
conservatism of his work. Brian Aldiss. another British science-fiction 
writer, disparagingly labelled his novels cosy disasters', while Christopher 
Priest dismissed Wyndham as the master of the middle-class catastrophe'. 
The challenges are undone by their failure to comprehend the political 
and philosophical weight of a writer passionately concerned with the 
frightening closeness, interiorrty and inevitability of disaster. 

The author himseil seemed perfectly at ease with the alleged 
unadventurouanesa of his outlook and hfs life ended aa quietly as it had 
begun - in a houaa in Petarsfiald, Hamoshire, where he lived with his wife, 
Grace Wilson. They had no children but were aa close as It Is possible for 
B family to be ® 






I n 1953, the BSC drama dapartmsnt was faced 
wfth an unexpected gap in the schedule. In 
need of a quick fix. Michael Barry, then head 
of television drama, put his faith In a promising 
young staff writer 

In an unprecedented vote of confidence, 
31-year-oia Nigel Kneale was given the go-ahead 
to produce TheOuafsrmsss Experiment a 6hi-p6n 
series of high>conc«pt thrillers derived straight 
from his imagiriation. Knsaie's dystopisn vision of 
tomorrow became the era's event television. His 
fee was C350. An over-confident year' he later 
wrote with the diffidence of a true BBC man. 

Inspred by Mary Shelley's Frankenstein. 
The Oustermass Ei^eriment followed Victor 
Carroon (Duncan Lament}, the sole survKor of a 
lost rocket ship that crash-lands In Wimbledon. 
At first (}arroon seems a normal, discerning, 
compassionate human, but then he starts to 
act strangely He's been infected. Professor 
Quatermess (Reginald Tate) discovers, by an alien 
life form with a thirst for human blood, 

Grsduelly peinfulty Csrioon begins to mutsts 
Into e giant fungus-like monster who, compelled 
by his sll-corcumirrg thirst rampages through 
London committing horrifying muidsrs before 


eridrig up m Westminster Abbey, his humanity 
facing a hopeless battle against the shen withm 
end suKide Vie orVyesespe 

As 6R National Archive curstor end British 
sasnce-fiction expert John Oliver explains. ‘There 
wasnt really any science-fidlon on British TV 
Ouafermass set the ball rolling. It went out as a 
live transmission so no one ever recorded it Its 
now considered one of the Holy Grails.' 

The 1950s vses Britain's last age of austerity and. 
in comparison to the blowouts of today Ouafermass 
was crude. When it came to special effects Kneale 
|ust worked it out as best he could. The appearance 
of the monster m Westminster Abbey was my two 
hands stuck Vinsugh a bicvr-up still of the interior 
of the Abbey with my hands suitably dressed with 
gloves which fd covered vwth a bit of vegetetlon and 
leather,' he recalled years later 

Ouafermass went out to an audience still 
recovering from the Coronation. This was the 
embryonic TV generation, their belief effortlessly 
suspendible. their sensitivities not dulled by 
saturation To use a modern term. Ouafermass 
went viral, screening on more than half of 
Britain's TVs and sending unprepared kids -the 
filmmakers of today amongst them - scurrying 
behind their sofas. 

From Stanley Kubrick to Ridley Scott, David 
Cronenberg to John Carpenter, it's impossible not 
to recognise Kneale's influence in the great sci-fi 
works of onema's moderniem movement. Think of 
the body-horror, the remorealessness ot aEen life 
or the struggle to retain our humanity m tha hkas 
of 2tXl A Space Odyssey, The Fly and Alien. 


Seme filmmakers have gona further m their 
defersnea In an overt homage, John Carpenter 
once used the pseudonym 'Martin Ouafermass' 
for one of hts own scripts before later persuading 
Kneale to co-writs Halloween III: Season of the 
Witch. Ever the staid Englishman, Kneale asked 
for his name to be taken off the aedrts after 
producer Dino De Laurentils went back and 
ramped up the violence. 

But white the man who created popular 
TV may be a legend to thoae in the know he 
remains an obscure figure to the pubhe at large. 
And for all that Kneale was celebrity averse, that 
low profile still stung. 

As such, he was a dramatist uniquely capable 
of summing up the irony of British sbenca-ficbon 
- our relianca on tha safety of understatement 
m«sd with the abandoned creativity of imagining 
the future. Later in his career. Kneale grew to 
hate toe tag scienca-fictlon writer. He saw 
Ouafermass as just a different way to express the 
social concerns of the world around him. 

Rationed and hobbled by the war Kneales 
Britain simply looked on as two new superpowers 
raced into spans. Ouetermass. with its toxic bler^ 
of high and low culture, tapped Into that buttoned- 
up fear of stsr wars creating Saturday night TV 
that was acute and prescient and deliberate but 
completelY undemanding In Its ability to entertain 

'it's tha serioueneBB with which toe subjects 
are approached that makes him stand out' Olivsr 
says. 'Most scisnce-fictlon in the 19S0s featured 
bug-eyed, tentacied monsters and that sort of 
thing it's pulp. Nigel Kneale took a pulpy story and 
told it in an intelligent and thought-provoking way 
He was unusual for his time.' 

In an interview years later. Kneale said of 
Ouafermass: "There was dread In the real world 
in tha 1950s, The forMS of annihilation were in 
the hands of fallible, panicking men, yet official 
propaganda was still jaunty The BBC didnt have 
any special affects then. My stones had to be told 
through charactera. and were better for it' 

Kneale died in October 2006. Mark Gatts. The 
League of Gentlemen actor who was cast in toe 
BBC's 2005 remake of Ouafermass wrote in his 
obituary He is amongst the greats - absolutely 
as important ss Dennis Potter, as David Mercer, 
as Alan Bleasdate, as Alan Bennett. A true pioneer 
has passed - and the light of Mars will shine 
a little brighter tonight.' ® 

Projecting the Archive will be aereening a special 
double bill of Brilleh science-fiction fllme from 
1958 - Rend Wthout a Face and First Man fnto 
Space - at tha BFI Southbank In May. 

bfl.org.uk/Bouthbank 





fi merica^ b/ birth, Tarry Gilliam's 
contribution to British scienca-fiction 
was born somewhat inadvertently 
out of h is dislllusionmant with living 
m 19G06 Los Angeles, a society tom 
apert by Civil Rights unrest. 

In 1965 GiKiam was offered a route out of 
America when Help' - the magazine he had 
worked on as a fumetti cartoonist (that Is, a 
cartoonist who works with photographs rather 
than drawings] under Mad founding editor Harvey 
Kurtzman - folded. Desperate for a change of 
scenery Gilliam relocated to England where he 
found work animating features for the children's 
TV series Do No(Ai:(iust VburSef, which introduced 
Gilliam to Eric Idle. Terry Jones and Michael Palin. 

It was dicing femative period that Glliam 
first began to hone Ns Idbs/ncrstc cut-out style, 
a process that was rnt so much about bouixlless 
eeK*expes9on as pragmatsm, "I only had two weeks 
end £k00 to make my frst animated film (for DNAYS. 
so I lust started cuttrrg up mages snd moving tNngs 
sround." he reveals ‘lb be honest I probsbly weubnt 
have chosen that style if I'd had mors time or money 
but it stuck because it wes different and no ore had 
really done anythng like that before." 

By the time Gilliam had assumed British 
citizenship In 1968. Monty Python was poised to 
srplode. introducing Gilliam's work to a new and 
much wider audience, tbt despite the abstractness 
of the Flying Circus dovetailing so eloquentty with 
Ns zany collages. Gilliam's heroes at the time were 
not comedians but writers, painters end fellow 
animetors 'My primary influences were people like 
(csrtooriisti WUliam Heath Robinson, filmmakers 
like Stan f^nOerBeek and illustrators like Aubrey 
Beardsley Tve always been fascinated by surrealist 


art and its ability to show you subj'ecd matter that 
you know has no foundatbn in reality and yet It 
still arouses such vivid ideas and emotions.' 

Ufa after Python afforded Gilliam the creative 
freedom he now craved, having by his own 
admission become 'jaded' by the 'etegnant erid 
restnctiTig' animation style that had become the 
gangs signature. Building on the co-directing 
experience hs had acquired on the set of Monty 
Python and the Holy Grail, as well as his 1977 solo 
effort Jabterwocky. Gilliam quickly established a 
new generation of fans with the first instalments In 
his Trilogy of Imagination'. Time Bandits and Srazif 
were two sd-fVfantasy hybrids that captured the 
essence of (alliam's vibrant and peculiar ideology 



The latter an Orwellian scl-fl nolr that served as 
a vitriolic allegory of western society's bureaucratic 
Ills, borrowed hssvilv from the Industrialised, 
expressicnistc assthstic of Fritz Lang'a 
Met/opoHs, a film that Gilliam cites as one of Ns 
earliest influences. “At s young age. Metropolis 
was a real eye opener: not just visually and 
cinematically but thematically The mst important 
tNng about sci-fl to me Is the imagining of new 
worlds and future societies, and that's what 
Metropolis is alt about. It's scary, but at the same 
time totally seductive,' 

Turning to the current state of science-fiction 
cinema he continues; "A lot of scLfi wnters 
write about technical, mechanical things, snd 
that doesnt mtereat ms es much es the effect 
on paopia and now life might be In the future. 
Futuristic profectlons of the human condition 
are where sd-fi Is at rta moat engaging. Today 


there's too much emphasis on special effects and 
CGI and not enough on tailing a story that will be 
analysed and cherished by future generations. 
I tNnk we've lost a lot of the engma of what makes 
good sciehce-fletion. Movies now are more like 
fantasy filmsi they're epecteculer to look et and 
full of beauty end technical skill and imagination, 
but we re getting to the point where we've seen 
It all so many times. We doht ask questions ar>y 
more because we dont have tO: we re just told to 
sit down and watch something spectacular' 

For Gilliam, science-fiction is fuel for the 
eternal discourse of the world we live In, and 
it is the flame of th'is philosophy that is now 
being carried by the next generation of sci-fi 
pioneers. While Gilliam Is candid about his own 
legacy, he admits that he does take great pride 
in seeing up-and-coming British filmmakers 
like Ounesh Jones foltow in his footsteps, 
*1 think Moon Is s really brilliant example of 
contemporary eel-fl because it has e messagei 
it has strong visuals but It also has a proper 
science-fiction core. It's the closest thing to a 
modern-day 2001 1 heve seen.' 

As technology pushes cinema towards new 
horizons, the workshop craftsmanship championed 
by Gilliam is in danger of becoming redundant But 
regardless of the way things are heading. Gilliam 
remains buoyant about the continued need for the 
DIY techniques that shot Nm to fame 'It's easy to 
get caught up with the idea of something having 
to look advanced or perfect, but in fact the Python 
stuff ohfy worked because It was organic arid 
rough around the edges. Technology is at such an 
advanced level now, but that doesn't give science- 
fiction more value. You car still make sometNng 
resonant and enduring out of glue and mud ' ® 







With the nation behind him. Pili'tnger was supposed to rreke 
contact veth Beagle 2 on the surface of Mars on Christmas Day. 
2003. However it was with a mounting sense of disappointment 
that attempts to reach the probe by radio transmission proved 
unsuccessful. Exactly what went wrong remains a rrystery to 
this day as does the questran of whether or not life oiste on 
Mere. As Blur guitarist Alex James (who, along with Damien Hirat, 
was or» of the more unlikely ceMbrity champions of the project) 
puts It in his autobiography. 'Beagle was a triumph of aspiration, 
if not a viotoiy for science .=a^ 






Sines ths flurry of msdlsattentlori around Sea^/sZPtllingar 
has remained at the Open University campus in Milton Keynes 
- a place not exactly synonymous in most people's minds 
with space travel - working on projects for the European 
Space Agency CESA). Given his reputation for being somewhat 
cantankerous or even combative, it's with some trepidation 
that the issue of Alex James' comment is broached. 'Well, you'd 
just have to ask Alex what he meant by that not me." says 
Rllinger tartly. But although he's the tirstto pent out that he 
doesn't suffer fools gladly. Pillinger most readily comes across 
as a man of immense prectIceHty A spede. to him. is most 
definitely a spade. 

Having being dlegnosed with multiple sclerosis in 2005. 
he now reties on crutchas and a mobility scooter to get around, 
but none of this has dona anything to diminish the sharpness 
of his mnd. Pillinger has just finished a profect proposal for ESA 
m whitfi he and his team have suggested using technclogy and 
expertise from the Beagle project to locate the best place for 
a f^bitabte space station on the moon. 'H you were going to put 
a human back on the moon in a permanent base one of the ideal 
places to go is the pole, the south pole in particular," he says. 
There may be resources like ice and volatiles, and you can turn 
water into lecket fuel by electrolysing It and making hydrogen 
and oxygen ' 

Sending probes to the moon must have seemed an 
unreachabis fantasy for the led who grew up in a working-class 
household in Kingawood. just outside Bristol. 'Like every boy my 
age. l was a fan of Eagle comics" he recalls. Published m the 


'50s end '60s. Eagle featured Britain's answer to Buck Rogers. 
Dsn Dare. Pilot of the Future', ^ng with e host of essential 
informatior for inquisitive boys, like how to bowl In cricket or 
what's under the bonnet of Sterling Moss' car. But it wasnl 
these typically British 'Bggles in space' stories that sowed the 
seeds for Ns eventual career No the real sci-fi influence in his 
life was Journey info Space. 'It was the last great radio series 
before television took over and it was definitely the thing that 
motivated me the most" he eigilains "Charles Chilton [the show's 
creator) was told by some TV producer that there was notNng he 
could write that couldnt be done better on television. So Charles 
wrote an entire epiaode of Journey into Space set In the derk 
and said. 'Right, you do that better on television, aunshine." 



The path to an Interest in otherworldly things that Journey 
Into Space lllumirtated was by no means a direct one. 
After discovering a natural flair for project-based science 
work at school Pillinger went to the University College of 
Swansea where he obtained his RiD in Chemiatry. "There's 
just something about chemistry that 1 find very logical." he 
says. "Some people find things like Latin logical, but for 
me you learn a few rules in chemistry and you're set" He 
began working with instruments in ths geology department, 
analysing samples of space rock, including onee collected 
by Neil Armstrong on the Apollo 11 mission. "I sm where I am 
today because of pure serendipity." he says. "One of these 


tilings that has been a philosophy of life for me hss been 
if somebody offers you the char\ce to do something, don't 
refuse because it might go wrong. So what’ If you don't do It. 
there'll always be the chance you'll think. 'I should have done 
that' 1 never wanted to be in that position." 

For Beagle 2. Pillinger drew on all aspects of Ns scientific 
background, "i didnt build the thing myself.' he explains, "1 was 
just the pied piper" But as the protects figurehead and inspiration, 
he has a lot in common with a generation of Brtti^ scientists and 
engineers from the past - men who weren’t afraid to dream big, tike 
isambard Kingdom Brunei. '"Last of the Mctorlan scientists' is what 
iVe been called." he laughs. There ere stM a few around In Britain, 
'ibu've got your LlBmasl Dysons and youVs got ths guy who broke 
the land speed record (Richard Noblel but they are few and far 
between because projects like this are so huge. You cant realty be 
a one-man team building s Typhoon Fghter' 

There's an even more irresistible label, one that's often 
applied to a certain kind of British scientist eccentric'. "That's 
just one of ths fun things about being a professor." Pillinger says. 
"When you tecome a professor you're immediately classed as 
being slightiy off the plot There are people of otiier nationalities 
wfn are Just as bad as us. but we have more than our fair share. 
Some people get bees in their benriet about eomathirig. and 
I suppose the British are just quite good at it" 

Despite hie recent focus on the moon, you can tell that 
Mars is etill firmly ambedded in Pillinger s mnd. Ha's particulsrly 
frustrated with the delays In getting another probe back there to 
look for life. "Everything we did on Beagle 2 could be done again 


now. and It could still be done now If somebody could gKre us 
the go ahead," he says. "It would be tike getting the MagNficent 
Seven back together If I was to write an announcement saying 
we were going to do it everyone involved would be back. I don't 
doubt for a second they would." 

That determination to stick to Ns guns has seen Rllinger 
get closer and closer to sending another probe - but not until 
2018. "We're going to combine with NASA and go then, but the 
problem is there are too mairy other countries involved. Vib ceuM 
havre gone straight back to Mars In 2007 for a fraction of the 
money K there hed been one country organising It That was 
Britain's fault It's the usual story: we Invent semetNng end we 
dont follow up on It We invent the hovercraft, we Invent Concord, 
but we don t follow up." 

You won't find Rllinger feeling sorry for himself, however. He 
will go about his business until he finds himself vindicated and 
proves that there Is or once was life on Mars But even If he is 
to be proved right don't expect anything Spielbergian about the 
extraterrestrial life he hopes to find. "I don't tNnk of science 
in terms of science-fiction." he says. "I have a very strong 
suspicion that If you find life on Mars. It will be different but not 
In the same way that Darwin discovered. Darwin knew about bfe 
in Europe and by going around the world he found life that was 
basicelly the same but subtly different. My view of life is that 
it was not a unique acenjent on Earth." ® 

Colin PUlingire eutobiography My Lite on Mere' The Beegle 2 Dienee. 
Is Bveilfiblt now. pvblehed by the Srltlah IntorplBnetery Society 
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3 ofn in tJi9 twilight of Victorian 
respectatMlity Val Quest took a crack 
at acting in the 1920s before falling 
mto journalism for the London edition 
of The Holt/wood Reporter but was 
soon writing scripts fbr Gainsborough Pictures. 
His work included a spell on Hitchcock's 1938 
The La«^ VSniehes. but most of his graft was 
for the kind of Will Hay comedies where furious 
petty officials get poked in the backside or lose 
their hats to hilarious effect. Whan he finsif/ made 
director, a knack for finding himself In the right 
place at the nght time saw Guest in at the brth 
of Hairmer films. Nothing escaped his curiosity: 
he churned out musicals, romances, comedies, 
gangster pictures and war films, not to mention 
that expose of London youth run wild, Expresso 
Bongo. But if the best you could say about \^l 
Guest was that he covered a tot of ground, well, 
so did the Mongol hordes. 

No, Guest earned hfs spura aa a writer 
producer and director on soma of the best 
British sd-fi ever made, from BBC TV play The 
Ousfermass i<penment in 1955. to 19Bl's gripping 
anti-nuclear disaster movie The Day The Earth 
Caught Eire Like his thriliers end gangster flicks, 
both films were disconnectsd from ths puns and 


knockabout eomedy that would define Ns later 
years. Here was Guest the documentariah. Guest 
the reakst plugged in to the anxiety rattling 
around the public imaginatiort about sciance and 
atomic weapons 

Day in particular drew on Guest's time 
as a magazine hack, with a pair of cynical 
newspapermen cast as heroic whistlebkiwers 
when simultaneous Russian and American 

the planet on a trajectory towards the sun. The 
scenes shot around the Daily Express building in 
Fleet Street depot a journalistic world now long 
gone, but at the time they lent an authenticity 
to the fantastical storytina, carrying audiences 
along m a visioh of collective madness and violent 
sooal breakdown. Grey London has never looked 
so believably stifling on scraan, providing (he 
opportunity for the kind of sweaty tension and 
steamy passion ususlly rsssived for LA nolr.t It 
was. Guest later said. hIs number one', the film he 
'dreamt of making', and ha proved his commitment 
by financing it himself in the face of rejection from 
every studio he approached. His reward was the 
1962 BAFTA ict Best Screenplay, which he shared 
with writing partner Wolf Mankowte. 


The BAFTA was a curious echievement for a man 
who claimed that he'd had no Interest in saence- 
fiction when Ouatarmass was offered to him six 
years earlier and he wss very probably telling the 
truth Ouatarmass only really interested Guest 



for U^e chance to bring a documentary style to 
sometNng so apparently unsulted to the method. 
It nos a chance to push the boundaries and find 
new ways of showing old stories Guest wanted to 
shoot Ouatermass aa a news story, capturing the 
hand-held look of the live TV broadcasts that were 
then in their infancy. He waa aome way ahead of the 
available technology and though the film remains 
very much a cinematic feature, the urgerey of that 
documentary style is ever-present 

Following the success of Oay, Guest got 
himself mixed up In Columbie Picture’s Casirro 
Royale debacle, which involved six different Bonds 
and as many directors. That did Ns reputation no 
favours, but it was small beer to the reception 
given to 1970's When Dinosaurs Ri/edthe Earth. 
A fur bikini epic for which Guest created a wigged- 
out caveman language, It's widely regarded as the 
worstfilm ever made. 

Guest dipped into sci-fi once more In that 
period, but we ll probably never get to see a 
home entertainment release of Toomerrow. the 
rock musical vehicle for Olivia Newton John 
involving aliens infiltrating the London College 
of Arts and crashing a 'happening' at The 
Roundhouse. It skimmed London's cinematic 
consciousneas for two days in ths summer of 
1970 before being consigned to oblivion, unable 
to shake off the feel of s movie about The Kids 
made by an irredeemable square. Today, In its 
inevitable incarnation as a fuzzy 'ibuTube flick 
with Japanese subtitles, there's an Innocent 
charm to the self-conscious hepness and god- 
awful songs, but for Guest it was proof that he 
had reached his event horizon. 

Let's run Val's credits there, in the fuzzy 
afterglow of Technicolor Idiocy and before the 
Confessions, films brought us Robin Askwith's 
horrityihg dernere. Let's remember the good times, 
because for a glorious while there, we were all 
guests in his imagination ® 








might be s hodgepodge of clueless sa-fi rushed 
into production to cssh-in on Star Wbre. but the 
Oscar-nominsted effects - ell of which were done 
in-camera due to a budget that didnt stretch to 
optical effects - are exemplary 

Oscar gold duly arrived for his work on arxither 
franchise - ISTS's Superman. Ueddings allied his 
technical precision to an artist's eye for many of 
the film's most memorable sequences, including 
the destruction of the Man of Steel's home planet 
spectacularly named Les Bowie, producing Krypton. Miniatures, forced perspective. full^eale 
then effects matte paintings and huge sets were 


matte paintings for the Hammer horrors, ei 


es an effects tyro on such eariy Gerry Anderson an seamlassiy integrated Into single shots for 
TV whimsies as Torehy the Battery Boy and Four moments as epic as the bursting of the Hoover 


s imsginstion and technical 


Feather Falla. 

Impressing with 
prowess. Meddings 

and filming models and effects for Anderson 
also destroyed shows Firetall XL5. Stingray 
he Golden Gate Thunderbirds. 'Derek designed 


H e was the architect of Metropolis 
Gotham Cty. bu 
the Hoover Dam 

Bridge. He balanced untold devastation an the major vehicles for 

with International Rescue: took us off came up with the idea for 

to faraway planets 

Time Forgot. To say that special effects li 


Derek Meddings could turn his hand to anything Century 21 Productions, "The real creative genius 
Is something of an understatement In the currant behind those shows was Darak " 


climate of specialisatioh that holds sv«y within 
the 5FX industry, his career etands ss s quaint 
thiDwbeck to a time when effects on even big- 


By now equally at 
B tha modal shop, Msddings' switch 


im ar>d the destruction of tha Golden Gate Bridge, 
anything, Meddings outdid himself - despite 
designing, building wearying behind-the-scenes machinations - 
the super sequel, where he got to really let 
ultimately, rip in demolishing the smug airbrushed utopia of 
conceived Metropolis during Superman and General Zod's 
erles and climacbc smackdown. 

There were some misfires along the way. 

mess, while the similarly 
I That Time Forgot 11973 
- a film which Meddings was bath to be reminded 
of - featured dinosaurs straight out of a cersal box. 
tha studb floor But his rsputstion within ths affects world was by 
cemented to the extent that he could escape 


designed. Tracy 

That Island.* recalls Alan Shubrook who worked under Si4>ergirl [ISSkl w 
inary Meddings as a model-maker at Anderson's under-funded The 


I was uncommonly smooth - especially the disaster of 1985's Sants ClauS' The Movie with 


budget blockbusters were collsborstive, muck- considering that his first engsgement was 1973'! 


and-bullets, stnng-snd-sealing wex sffalrs that 
required right-first-time precision, battlefield 
mettle and a pirch of good fortune. 

The success of Meddings' effects may ha'.« 
had little to do wi^ luck, but he was fortunate that 
his particular skin-set was eminently suited to the 


Bondsptoitation epic Lh 
he designed the loopy 
Kotto’s super villain Kananga inflate 
above N's ^ark-infested bunker. It started a 
long associatbn with the Bond franchise that 
saw his effects revitaliss the flagging series. 


stock stilt high enough to be headhunted by 
Let Die. for which Tim Burton for 1939's Setmen. The antithesis of 
that sees Yaphet Superman's pastet-hued swish, the cantilevered 
:pbde gome of Batman's Gotham City albwed Meddings 
to delve into the darker end of the spectrum, 
borrowing from Fritz Lang and Ridley Scott to create 
cankerous, spluttering city tt 


fnn) Industry of his time. Born In London In 193X The films he worked on may have varied in quality Infernal snow-globe on the verge of Implosion. 


- from 1977's excellent The Spy iV 




he was an artistic child raised In a family with 
feet in the film work), His mother was secretary (featuring the Meddings-rigged underwater 
to director/producer Alexander Korda, and had Esprit that still causes men of a certain age 
previously been Hviherfng Heights actress Merle go weak 
Oberon's stard-m while his father and stepfather 


Oie knees}, to the sinfully dull For 
Eyas Only (1981} - but Msddings stfects 


h technicians at Denhsm Studios. It was leant even the most outrsgeous sequences an 


Derek Meddings died of a hearf attack in 
1996. but he has left behind an astounding body 
of work that represented some of the most iconic 
films and images of ths past 50 years If you'vs 
aver believed a man can fly bellowed Thunderbirds 
are go'' or dreamed of an undsrasa lair than Derek 


here that Meddir^s got h 


irt, working u 


if credibility. Moonraker (1979), for instance. Meddings is half tha reason why (s 







I dsnY want our film to take all the credit for it. but when 
Moon came out I think there was a sense that just because 
you're dang a small Brrtlsh Independent film doesn't mean you 
have to restrict yourself to Mtchen-sink dramas.'' explains 
Jones. "You can actually try and do something a little bit 
more ambitious and unusual. I think that is a more recent 
development. British creative people have always been at their 
best when they've managed to achieve things that no one 
expected from them." 

Some unique space oddities - from cult B-movie Kroff to 
chaesB-fest Flesh Gordon - have occurred when talented 
Brit fllmmekers like Peter Yates and Mike Hodges have taken 
B awing at the genre. But then every so often comes a real 
classic, like Ridley Scott's haunted-houee-in-epace Alien end 
cyber-noir dazzler Bade Funner Or indeed, like Me Roeg's 
surreal mystery The Man Who Fell To Eeiih, starring Jones' 
father David Bowie as an extraterrestrial refugee. ‘I like to 
believe that we tell bittersweet stories seriously." says Jones, 
"and there's always something darWy sardonic to them. That's 
just the British nature.' 


Now it feels as though Britsh so-fi could be on the brink of 
a renaissance, with a new wave of filmmakers reaching for 
the stars. Jake Gyilenhaai coirted Jones to direct Nm In sci- 
fi thriller Source Code and Hollywood has handed Monsters 
director Gareth Edwards the responsibilrty of bringing Godzilla 
crashing back onto the big screen, 






G ravity can't hold Duncan Jones. And no wonder he 
finds himself pulled towards outer space - the son 
of the man who fell to earth almost has a cosmic 
birthright to discover if the truth is out there. 

Fitting, then, that Jones' cult hit Moon rerranded everyone 
that 'Britsh sci-fi' isnt one of cinema's oxymorons. Northern 
men swear'mg at their wives in dank kitchens Hugh Grant 
bumUing around posh London flats. Mockney gangsters 
shanking each other in the street Isn't this Britsh cinema? So 
what exacty Is British sci-fi? It's long been a bleaker and more 
frightening place than the dazzling, distant worlds of Spielberg, 
Lucas and Camemn. Our dystopian literary heritage has served 
up the likes of Terry Gllllsm's masterpiece Brazil, adaptations of 
Tha Day of the Triffids and Nineteen Eighty-Four, along with 
Kubrick's brace of Brit-based sci-fi immortals A Clockwork 
Orange and 2001. 
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Alex GarlenQ, still wstehing his Halo script gsthsr dust 
adapted Kasuo Ishiguro's sci-fl flavoured romance Never Let 
Me Go for Carey Mulligan and Andrew Garfield. Smon Pegg 
and Nick Frost are rifting Spielberg In /%u( while wrrter/director 
Joe Cornish's Brit Indie debut Attach the Block pits inner city 
against outer space. 

The question is, why now? "I think it kind of hawiened bottom 
up,' says Jones. "I think tower-budget sci-fi films -ffcns like £3isfricf 
9. Moor) and Monsters - hs/e given encoieagement to inde 
directors who are early on In their careers and who aren't getting 
vast amounts of money There's this ardtement that they can 
aeh*e^ things that maybe they were tokJ they couldn't achieve," 

it's perhaps the most exciting development in twenty-first- 
century cinema - you dont need a SlOO million budget to set 
your fim on the moon or have kO-foot aliens wreaking havoc. 
'CG and visual effects have becorre far tar less expsneiva." 
says Jones "They can be done by a couple of guys on their PCs 
at home. So there really Is s huge power shrft in how effects- 
heavy movies can be made. 

'You can approach a film like Gareth did: you go on holiday, 
you take a couple of actors with you. you film them with your 
home camera and then you stick the CG In on your own when 
you go home. And you do it for 50G0O quid. Brilliant The whole 
problem at that point Is, how do you market your fim? How do 
you get your film out there?" 

One British director who doesnt have that problem Is 
Christopher Nolan. Having made the most ambitious and 
technicalfy breathtaking scl-fi movie In modern cinema, the 
Ineepbon director could be the eter around whom everyona else 
orbits. “He's already bean up Mount Everest whila the rest of 
us are Sherpae'" laughs Jorea. who believes it's Nolan's vision 


UNGER.” 


and Invention that typifies what sets British sel-fi apart from 
Hollywood's work In the genre. ‘The fact that Chris Nolan uses 
so many practical effects and tries to do eo much In-camera Is 
incredibly Impresstve.' he says. ‘It's the kind of work Kubrick 
was doing In 2001 when he built the centrifuge for the set. It's 
all Inspiratlcnal. He's at a level where he gets the money to do 
that, but you have to have the bra'ins to put it together" 



Jonas came close to teaming with Nolan on one of Hollywood's 
biggest upcoming protects Cl was on the Superman shortlist 
when Chris was deciding on directors for that" he reveals) and 
the filter-through effect could mean British directors are the 
ones ruling the aci-fi genre in the next few years. "Absolutely.' 
nods Jones. “Gareth made one film for 50 grand and now he's 
making Godzhla for SlOO million. Those are the kinds of people 
Hollywood are looking for: people who can shoot something for 
very little money and make it look like more money" 

Jones sees his first studio outing as a slight departure 
from the genre Cl would say that Source Code Is more of 
a thriller with a couple of sci-fl trappings") but he's already 
planning his return to pure sci-fl '1 love scl-fl - I was brought 
up on It - 1 was a huge Judge Oredd and 2000 AD fan growing 
up, and obviously there was al the Ridley Scott and Philip 
K Dick that 1 used to read and watch when t was younger,' 
he enthuses. "I'll be shooting another sci-fl film from a script 
I've written with 8 terrific writer out here. It's gonne be proper, 
proper kick-sss action sci-fi. I'll tell you more when I can.. 
I'm excited." ® 
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hufsday April 26, 19841, pc 657 is on duty at Edgware Police 
Station in Harrow, At approximately 10.20pm, a telephone call 
IS received from a woman we shall refer to as 'Mrs Tindale', 29, 
residing in the Stanmore area of Greater London, 

Mrs Tindale states that she and one other, a neighbour 
we will refer to as 'Miss Pimley'. 21, have seen an object of 
an unusual nature in the sky above her back garden. Upon arriving 
at the premises, PC 657, PC SAl and SC 118 observe through the 
use of binoculars an object circular in the middle with what appears 
to be a dome on top and underneath with flashing blue, red, green 
and white lights. 

PC 657 watches the object tor an hour, during which time it rrioves 
erratically from side to side and up and down but never ventures from its 
original position. Then, in a flash. It vanishes 

This UPO sighting is just one of the thousands of case reports from 
the Ministry of Defence's UPO Project' that have been released to the 
National Archives, The incident at Stanmore is one of the five per cent 
of the 300 or so sightings reported every year that remain unexplained 
to date. That five per cent usually fall Into three categories,' explains 
Nick Pope, former Chief Investigator for the UFO Project at the MoD. 
"One: where UFO incidents occurred where there were multiple witnesses. 
Two: where the witnesses were trained observers such as police officers 
or military personnel; and three: incidents which were backed up by 
photographic or video evidence, where technical analysis found no signs 
of fakery' 


The roots of the UFO Project lie in an initiative set up by the 
government's Chief Scientific Adviser. Sir Henry Tizard, in the 1950s, 
Tizard believed that UFO sightings shouldn't be dismissed out of 
hand without some form of proper scientific study. 'The Americans 




had Project Blue Book la 20-year study starting in the 1950s that 
determined whether UFOs were a threat to national security] and 
Britain had a department with arguably the moat marvellously named 
committee in the history of the civil service - The Flying Saucer 
Working Party* explains a chuckling Pope. 

You'd imagine that man leading the Investigation of UFO sightings 
in Britain - a man dubbed 'the real Fox Mulder' by the UK media - would 
himself be a believer in the paranormal, but nothing could be further from 
the truth. "Before I was posted to the UFO Project I certainly had no belief 
in extraterrestrials,' confesses Pope. "As part of the job I had to keep an 
open mind for all my Investigations, but if I'm honest my start point was 
broadly sceptical Strangely though, in my time I certaii^y changed my 
mind about the UFO phenomenon and I admit that Tm far less sceptical 
rwwadays than when I first started, " 

One of the incidents that contributed to Pope's diminishing scepticism 
is DEFE 24i/1923. The report, produced by a Lieutenant Commander of 
the Royal Navy, describes how two UFOs were picked up by military radar 
at the Royal Naval Air Station In Culdrose, Cornwall on 5ej)tember 13. 
1985. The senior air traffic controller at the base noted that the objects 
were travelling at INM per second: equivalent to 3.500mph, which was, at 
the time, much faster tiian any known aircraft. "When we were informed, 
we immediately ran tests and although certain factors can generate 
a false return on a radar system, the controller assessed the unit and 
it had a solid return. Wien that happens, it's very difficult to erplain it, 
especially when they're moving at speeds way ahead of even the most 
advanced aircraft at the time, " says Pope. 

"Ultimately. I still believe most UFOs can be explained 
as mlsldentifications. hoaxes, or even people seeing secret 
prototype aircraft - but that's about all I can say about that because 
the Official Secrets Act binds me for life. But I've investigated enough 
cases end seen sufficient government files to convince me that tiiere's 
certainly more to the UFO phenomenon than this." he admits. 
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Bridget Grant, a cloea friend of Nick Pope, would certainty agree, 
The Britsh housevM'fe claims to have had at least 17 encounters with 
UFOe including five up close, "Why me?" asks Grant "I dont know, I just 
can't urxlerstand it but I need some answers. I'm very happy that I've 
witnessed what I have, but at times it can be frustrating because my 
experiences are on^ I haven't been able to tell most people for fear of 
ridicule. Many people just won't believe me because, for ^lem. seeing 
is believing, but they haven't seen what I've seen.’ 



It's not just farmers and housewives who are on the look out for ET 
and his little green friends. The 5ETI Institute in California is, as the 
name suggests, at the forefront of the Search for Extra Terrestrial 
Intelligence. Using the Allen Telescope Array, a large cluster of small 
dishes able to simultaneously scan conventional radio astronomy 
projects alor>gsida the Institute's own observations. 5ETI is able 
to look for signals and frequencies between 1.000 and lO.OOOMhz 
to detect inteDigent life in outer space. 'Basically if they can build 
a transmitter or laser so that they can signal us, Wien they're 
intelligent and that's it in our book, " explains Dr Seth Shostak. Senior 
Astronomer at the SETI Institute, 

'Even though we' re mainty concerned with SETI research and, more 
recently, astrobiology I still get about five or 10 emails and phone 
calls a day from people who have seen UFOs." confesses Shostak, 
'I'm sure that 99 per cent of the people that get in touch with me 
have seen something, but the question is, 'What have they seen?' 
I honestly think that if Earth was being visited, no matter what the 
government of the United States, the UK or even Belgium might do, 


there are 150 other countries, and I find it herd to believe that all of 
them have managed to cover up the evidence: and yet the average 
guy In the street sees it all the time. It's like thinking that the British 
postal service is covering up that one per cent of the workforce are 
actually aliens. You've got to think as welt, if we've been having these 
visitors ever since the war. and the planes still take off from Heathrow 
with no interference or danger why would governments keep it quiet? 
They seem perfectly benign, they don't cause any trouble! they're the 
best houseguests you could ever have, I think, " 

Even now, having left the MoD in 2006, Nick Pope still finds himseif 
at the centre of controversy. Several individuals approached for this 
feature refused to talk after learning of Pope's involvement claiming 
that he was a disinformer', who 'believes in ETs and UFOs, but will never 
admit it publicly'. 'Ufologists and conspiracy theorists get somewhat 
obsessed with me,' admits Pc^. 

"On several occasions IVe been accused of being part of an official 
cover-up or being a disinformation operative, but none of these criticisms 
bother me. The MoD is being as open as it can by releasing its UFO files, 
but because the files don't tell people what they want to hear - that 
we re being visited by extrat^restrials - they think we're holding back 
the really interesting files. The thing is, If people believe that, there's 
really nothing that the MoD or 1 can do about It because any assurances 
we give will eutomatcally be dismissed as lies ' 

"If people in the UK truly believe in extraterrestrials then maybe 
they should be encouraging more SETI research in Britain,' adds 
8 clearly frustrated Shostak. "With the exception of the Italians, 
the Europeans dont do much SETI at all. And that's a shame, 
especially when they've got plenty of antennas sitting up there near 
Manchester which could be used. " ® 
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Fair Game 

Direcied by Doug Liman 

Scarring Sean Penn, Naomi’ IVaira, ToMi McCarthy 
Released March 4 


I raq. Bush. Al-Qaeda. ’Jliree chin^ char a 
posl-Q/11 America is probably sick Co death of 
bearing ^oul. Mainty because> aside from cbe 
per^cexuJy hypertx>lic headlines, Hollywood has 
spenilbe lasi decade or so wres ding the tricky subfeci 
of the Iraq Vlhr into cinemas. The result? Some 
good movies (The Nun Lccker). Some rubbish 
(Bodlandl- Do we leally need another? 

Ditecior Doug IJman thinks so Except he’s 
no longer interested in breakneck action (Ihe 
Bourne Idemiiy), colossal explosions (Afr. & Mrs. 
Smiih) or, uh, extravagant knitwear (Jumper). 


drami 


The Mess 


• and Brothers 


CIA is par for the course in this story based on 
the leaHile scandal of undercover agent Valerie 
Ptame (Naomi V^tts), (.ending a double existence. 
Flame's involvemeni in the Iraq investigation 
between 2001 and 2003 exposes deep-seated 
comiption and a government that is feeding 
erroneous raw data to the press as fact. But when 
things gel nasty, hubbie Joe (Sean Penn), a former 


diplomat embroiled in the scandal, won't go down 
without a very public hght. 

Splicing shot footage with real-life clips of 

often played for laughs), rbis is liman keeping it 
real. Intimacy is key, as hot topics are debated owr 
diiuier and human drama is pushed to the from line. 
Watts and Penn are more than up to the material's 
demands, the former extraordinary as a woman who 
just wants to do right, the latter striving Ibr the same 
with al the subtlety of a bulldozer. 

Just as Watts and Penn's performances are 
typically focussed, so is their director's purposeful 
framii^.Whcn Liman loosens the leash - such os 

so with a heart-hammering, teiri^^- intimate 

the POV of a man and his son crapped in a car. 

them a nifty view of Penn writing an email from 
inside the screen. Unlike previous effort Jitmper, 
these are mete garnishes for a taut tale that is never 
Irivolously showy. 

fair Game only trips in its attempts to 
harmoniously marry scaring gmemment 
condemnation, domestic strife and a more action- 


nevff quite cranks the tension up enough, especially 
if you're already familiar with the upshot of the real 
Flame’s pli^t. Still, if a D of the Iraq dramas that 
Hollywood crafts in the furure are this enterlaaiii^, 
we're game if you are. Josh V anning 


Anticipation. Not the '90s 
Cindy Crawford thriller, hut 
a back-io-basict Doug Liman ^ 

who’s reeled himself in after ^ 


Enjoyment. Fact and fiction 



In Retrospect. Vt am and 



Route Irish 

Oirecced by Ken Loach 
Starring Mark Womack, 
Andrea Lome. John Bishop 
Released .IfarcA 18 



I magine Paul Haggis’ In the Valley of Bah 
wiih less lau^s and more shouting and you 
might come close to the dour experience chat 
is Ken Loach’s Route Irish. Fittingly, it begins 
at a funeral. In Liverpool. It’s where Fergus 
(Mark Womack), a Scouse SAS officer-curned- 
tncrccnary, discovers a mobile phone containing 
video of an atrodiy in Iraq. It suggests that the 
death of best friend Frankie Clohn Bishop) while 
working as highly paid private security contractor 
in Baghdad was no accident. 

What follows works neither os a Get Caner- 
style mission of self-imploding vengeance nor 

heartbreaking 2007 movie. Shot in blank, blunt 
style by Kes cinematographer Chris Menges, 

movie and Loach fails to crank any narrative drive 
into the plodding drama. 


on tl^ warpath to find the truth, hauling in 
Frankie’s widow, Rachel (Andrea l.owe), and an 
Iraqi refugee Cfalib Hamafraj), while doggedly 
pursuing the security firm reps Gack Fortune, 
fieofT Bell). 

'rhe most surprising disappninintems 
are the desperatciy weak performances, with 
journeyman actor Womack I'aiiing to etch any 
pathos or complexity into a iead character who 
does a lot of shouting and Uttle else. To be 
fair, screenwriter Paul Laverty hands out more 

performed for real on actor Trevor WiUiams - 

After The Wind Thai Shakes the flarfev’s Palme 
d’Or, and the delightful whimsy of Looking Jor 
Eric, it seemed Loach could be on a Mike Ixigh- 


style resurgence. But if that Cantona-powered 
oxymoron (Ken Loach comedy?) appeared to 
have lifted his rep as the master miserablist 
of home-nations cinema, this bolts it back into 
place like never before. Crushingly Meak it might 
be, hut what's really depressing about Aiiiie Inth 
is just how poorly made It is. Jonathan Crodter 


Anticipation. After Looking 

3 

Enjoyment. Crushingly bleak 

1 

In Retrospect. Soul-sapping 
and, well, just not very good. 

1 


Killing Bono 


Directed bt \ich Hamm 
Starring Ben Barnes, 


Martin McCann 
Released April I 



T he ponytail, the jerkin, the meaningless 
moniker, the preposternus quotes or the 
grand-standing, empty lyrics - there arc plenty of 
reasons to dislike Bono. Music critic and former 
wannabe rack star Neil McCormick had a better 

city, at any other time, McCormick’s arrogance 

stardom, but he grew up Iriends with a man twice 
os arrogant and charismatic, supported the guy’s 
band only to hear the girls scream louder when 
be came on stage and then watched as Bonn and 
U2 went from a silly-sounding Dublin joke to the 
world’s biggest, hoariest rock band. 

‘He rises, I fall. He just gets bigger and better,” 
whines McCormick in the opening minutes and his 
sclt-piiy only intensifies as his band takes knocks and 


Ben Barnes plays this essentially unlikeaMc 
character with enough wide-eyed passion to sell him. 
Robert Sheehan as his less gregarious brother, Ivan, 
has a tougher job, but he’s superb, flicking between 
bawdy co-consivator and betrayed ally. Among 
the supporting cast, Martin McCann is uncannily 
similar to the subject of McCormick’s ire and Pete 


youthful ambition shapes us as wc age. ’One of these 
men is not a music legend', runs the caption beneath 
the photo of David Bowie, Brian Hno, Bono and 
tiuess Who? prominently displayed on his wvbsie. 
il^ a joke, it’s a dig, but on the evidence of Kiting 
Bono, ifs also a cold, hard truth that the film just 


before his death from cancer. The role isn’t wonl^- 
of him, but then he rarely fourxl ones that were. 

Nick Hamm shoou the film as a romp in a style 
strangely reminiscent of the Britpop era think 
Stefan Schwartz's Shotting Fish or the Channel 4 
series The Vsung Person's Guide to Being a Rack Star 
hut ii)i all power chords and no intricacy. You 
sense there’s a quieter, more interesting story behind 
the bombast - that of McCormick now and how 


Anticipation. Even better 

3 

Enjoyment. Rattle and 

3 

In Retrospect. 'Wc still haven’t 
found what we’re looking for. 

2 




Meek’s Cutoff 

Uirecied by Kelly Reichardt 

Scarring Michelle Williams. Will Patlon, Bruce Greenwood 
Released April 15 


fije ihicii^ a deep mer in nordi-easrem 
Oregon, naiigadng iheir wagon train wiih 
(be greatest care to earn sate passage. Once across, 
thev' pause bri^y on the parched bank to enteb a 
breach and fill a few pads before torming rank and 
riding one. 'they travel light, (rusting that the neat 
source ot fresh water should be no more chan a pinch 
past the next hcrizon. 

Where others have found their fortunes in 
pockets of ihis seemingly inlcriilc landscape, 
these would-be prospectors - chaperoned by a crusty 
local sage named Meek (Bruce Greenwood) have 
caught the tail end of the (fold Kush in the blind 
hope that they mi^t also strike it rich. As it happens, 
k is the aforementioned liquid lifo-giver that wQI 
prove most predous on this trip 

Davs pass hrfore mother hen Emdy (Michelle 
Williams) spots an indigenous scout, who’s duly 
captured but spared from execution alter it’s dedded 
that his re^onaJ knowlec^e will unearth a nearby wet 
spot, ('ampfire propaganda sees tall tales of redskin 
savages scalping in cold blocxl splii the group, but 
k's a risk ihcyll have to take together. 

'Ihc real Stephen Mcckwas an unsung custodian 
of the American Dream; a lur trapper by trade who 
guided scores of emigrants through an unchartcred 


corridor separating colonised Gregon and the 
rcmaiiiing Indian Territories. Bruce Greenwood’s 
wonderfully immersive performance emphasses 
the callous, pragmatic temperament that kept Meek 
a hair's breadth ahead of the flock, but Rdcdiardt’s 
readiness to paint him as an uncouth panto viJain 
undermines both character and actor. 

Indeed, despite initial deftness in character 
texturing, Meek's Cuii^J reduces all three of 
its pmiagonisiic couples to broad ciichn 
rash cvangclicali, po-l'accd conservatives, 
compassionate liberals - leaving the fiim’s fading 
enigma in the bound hands of their Cayuse 
captive. Again, Re Ichardt’s toning is so transparent 
that regardless of the fact that his near-silence 
and solemn demeanour upholds Meek's vicious 

tattooed across his naked torso. 

TTiere are moments - when heavy footsteps 
and wagon sigh^ fill the endless, empty space of the 
Oregon outback - where Meeki Cmoj} exudes an 
existential aroma. This is a film that broods lengthily 
over the insubsianiiality of morialit)' and faith. Like 
the last specks of gold dust along this lonesome trail, 
however, these moments arc a false promise that 
something IDuminating lies just beyond the next vale. 


As America continues to tick its wounds from 

pioneering steps that preceded the boom culrure 

fond and proud sense of nostalgia. Yet while the 

Cutoff fits neither the contemporary or revisionist 
subgenre moulds, instead scrayii^ loosely bet ween 
indie minimalism and artsy ennui. Reichardt's 
boldness in eschewing a sprawling retelling of 
how ihe W(;.s( was won should be applauded, but 
she hasn't yet earned the right to take this long 
saying so little. Adam Woodward 


Anticipation. 'HHih a 

Wendy and Lucy, this 
something very speci 

■EiH. li 

Enjoyment.'Khai ab 

out that ^ 

ending? Meek's Cutoff, indeed. 

In Retrospect. Here’ 


Reichardt rediscover 

. h,, 3 

golden touch. 




Pina 

Directed by H'ini Wenders 
Starring Pina Bautch 
Released April 22 



I speechless, lliis is how the late dancer Pina 
Bausch described the human inpulse to dance. As 
her dedicaied troupe makes serpentine moieraents 
across the stage, Bausch's presence in Wim Wenders’ 
film is like that of a silent snake charmer. Herl'ollowers 
hypnoiicaly fling ihemsdvct through movements^ 
transforming bodies into endless cxpiessions. 

Maving known Bausch for 20 years, Wenders 
waited almost as lung to make a fllm that would 
dutifully pay homage to the founds of Germany's 
'lanztbealer Wuppertal. With the second coming 
of 3D, iX^nders Anally found his format, lending 
Pina the depth it was crying out for. Alihou^ this 
im’t the first film m confoine dance and 3D (step 
forward StreeiDance 3D), it’s the first that isn’t 
tailored exclusively for popcorn poppers and teenie 
hoppers. With the poiennal to turn highbrow critics’ 
and arthnuse aficionados’ foewns upside down, 
Wbndeis' delicately provocative film could give 3D 


the Afy Ptar luafy moment it’s been yearning for. 

in actual fact, anything but prim and proper. 
Energised by Bausch’s mantra ’dance, dance, 
oihersvise we ate lost’ - the dancers pulsate in 
tribal movements across both the stage and various 
industrial locations around Wuppertal. It Is in these 
instances that Venders makes the most nf the 3D; 
superimposing indoors onto outdoors with a son of 
tracing paper ediiii^. 

Vthtching a dancer fi-nm his Parmer’s poini-of- 
view is a spectacular erqrerience in itself - one that 

Pita is a film that doesn’t simply profit fi-om 3D, but 

Elements of the sirrreal moke Pina 

memorable - a woman dancing with a hippopotamus 
will provide some much-needed relief - bui 
while some of the performances in the film lake 
their inspuaiion born the circus, unlike other 3D 


adventures, this one doem’t simply clown about 
svilh technology. With Pine, Wenders tnviies jou to 
lake acloserlook at the beauty of the flower, without 
squirting water in your face. Zara Miller 


/4n(>ci]pa(IOR. 3D lovers and 

snobs alike are sure to raise an ^ 

eyebrow on hearing about Pina. 


Enjqyment.Wenders proves 



In Retrospect. Hopefully 




The Eagle 

Directed by Kevin Macdonald 
Starring Chonning Tatum. 

Released March 25 


C banning Tatum, dripping chain mail with 
a tousled Toni & Guy haircut and a chin 
you could use to barge down a portcullis, 
surveys the descending pack of Scottish savages 
and commands his Roman legionnaires. 
-Prepare to defend 'I'he Eagle!" Good luck with 
that, Channing. because this film is wide open 
for a pasting. 

It’s AD 140. 'Die Roman Empire stretches as 
far as Hadrian’s Wall. Marcus Aquila (Tatum), 
a young Roman cenrurion stadoned in England, 
is tarnished by the disgraced legacy of his 
father, who led the only legion beyond 
Hadrian’s Whil 20 years previously and vanished 
without trace, lasing the legion's eponymous 
sacred eagle standard. 

Determined to rediscover the eagle and 
restore his father’s lost honour, Aquila travels 
with a British slave. Esca (lamie Bell), beyond the 


Wall and into the Scottish wilderness to confront 
the barbarous tribes that lurk there. 

Kevin Macdonald, ScoiUah born and BBC bred, 
is an established name. y&KcAiiiytArlfsd began a wave 
of commercial I'eaure-lengih docu-dramas. Stau 
oj Play, based on a BBC mini-series, was a smart, 
testing ensemble thriller, while 2006’s The Last King 
of Scotland hdped to usher in the kinetic-mosaic 
style - lhat gritty, hurried form of editing on digital 
cameras - that became do rigiieur for so many ’based 

But here Macdonald has fallen down, and 
hard. His visceral style is very much in evidence, 
yet now it seems distracting. When the film is 
allowed to breathe, the hazy vista of the Scottish 
Highlands leads one lo reflect on the feral beauty 
of our isles. But dramatically, it's schematic and 
unconvincing, weighted by a visibly middling 
budget and some truly deadwood acting from 


Tatum and Bell. Only Tahar Rahim, Jacques 
Audiard's muse in A 1‘rophei, ii^ccts intrigue and 
danger as a pagan-worshipping Cell. 

'lliis is a swoid and sandals epic downsized 
for the age of austerity; an ovet^tension of 
ambition scorned by the absence of tools. The Eigk 
uiKomfbrlably straddles a line somewhere between 
Gladiaior and CotoinyfUi. Tom Seymour 


Antiepation. Macdonald brings 
his brio to the epic... 

3 

Enjoyment. But it's not enough 

2 

10 lift this deadweight story. 

In Retrospect. 

A boring Roman Top Gun. 

2 
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Creative Differences 
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Richard 

Ayoade 

Check the Wiring 


R ichard Ayoade’s Submarine first surfaced 
at last gear’s London Him Hesdvalf 
prompting evoybody id go berserk. Bva 
since, critits, blt^gers and upstarts have 
bear fal&ng ow* thonselves to appear cool, credible 
and sigrponive. Submarine has been ordained as that 
rarest of thirty: a film that floats above die pondv^ed; 
a cnntaidersiuTounded by pretenders. 

Ayoade (wid just in case you're wondering, 
it’s pronounced ‘Hh-oh-a-day' with the stress on 
the ‘s') himself has been a pop-culture fixture for 
several years now, accompanying students threvugh 


"It didn't feel like this was a commercial 
propoadon at all. Ilie book seemed very 
unadaptable; it^ very literary with lots of.. . 

letters. Things are very internal, so it didn't feel Idee 
doing a crime film or a horror film or something that 
is particularly genre led. 

"I fust liked the book a lot, really. There was 
no particular plan, other chan that. I've always 
liked Catcher m the Ifye and HanJJ and Maude and 
I ahvays liked teen dramas when 1 was young, but it 
feeb that so many of them arc American - it seems 


obsessed with voiceover and how it works. Those 
films I’ve mentioned somehow felt internal, and 
I found that very interesting." 

But beyond the confines of Tate's gr e v cr ence. 
Submarine does have depth, staking you with a 
drama that retains, at all times, a phlegmatic aiwi 
melancholy Britishness. Did Ayoade feel he had to 
balance the humour with chat heart? 

“I didn't really need to,” he replies- “The tone 
of the character felt like it was very strong in the 
book. ITis somewhat ridiculous way of looking at 
the m>rld was die main thing in the film, so the idea 













ihai canvmces people they aie dead. Hia parenis 
are barely (alldng and on ihe edge of divorce. HU 
girlfriend Jordana (Yaimin I’aige}. a dumpy girl wiih 
a Ifgo haircut and a JSon'r ImA Navi coat, » aadther 
mother has lifc-threaiening cancer. 

Krel free to roll your eyes at another grit^ British 
ode to how u>tigh it is in a sink estate somewhere 
outside l.ondon. But Submarine is directed by The 
[TCrotats Richard Ayoade, adapted from a novel by 
Joe Dunthonte, produced by 'A^rp, eteoprodu^d 
by Ben Stiller and scored by Arctic Monkey Alex 
liimer. It was ttu ticket at Iasi year’s London Film 
Fes&vaL Soon after, the rights u«re sold to the 
Vflstnstein brothers lor a million dollars. British 

bucked that trend; defiantly so. 

While Oliver's dad (Noah ’Ikylor) plummets 
into depression and his mum (a lovely Sally 
Hawkins) considers an elicit aQ'air with a mullet- 
topped mental well-being guru (Paddy CioDsidinc], 
Olivet fixates on losing his and taking Jordana's 


covering his bed in cose petals. After he talks 

advice; “IDon’t get cocky." It sums up the film - 
witty, gentle, self-deprecating, unsentimental aixl 
strung together with a panache wholly unworthy 
of a debutant. 

Like Jon Bon Jcwi dreaming of the movies they 
won't make of him when he's dead, Ayoade has made 
a virtue of sell-consciousness. While this film is about 
a sdf-absoibed, over-ana^dcal teenager, Ayoade has 
mimicked Scorsese's relationship with Tnvis Bidtle 
- tw seem to observe Oliver 'late direcUng his own 
movie. Oliver, rejected and depressed, wishes for 
a slmv-dissolre to dorlmess before a cut to a later, 
happer scene. And so we witness it. 

From the gentle irreverence of The Groduaie 
to the high-end angst of Rebel VTuhaiu a Cause, 
the hormone-pit of a teenager’s mind has always 
worked on screen. Michael Cera grasped the 
markeulxlity of kookifying heartbreak, and in (he 
process became the must iconic Canadian export 
since Terrance and Phillip. 

Ayoade is a confesred Oeraphik and this 
film could, in die blink of an eye, so easly have 
succunftied to Vniih in Revc/i cutesy or ymo quirk. 


Occasionally, very occasiimally, Ayoade allows it to 

the diversides and absurdities of cinema, and so 
allergic to the modernist preteEx:e, political subtext 
and forced resolutions of our ii^ie industry, 
iha Submarine never feels trapped in the whims of 
the here and now. 

Indeed, with the minutely crabed Super 8 videos 
of Oliver and Jordana cavorting on the beaches, with 
the firework parties, with Akx IXmer's crooning 
melodies, Submtirine makes piu enve fc>r a romance 
you only ever imagined. Tom Seymour 


Anticipation. Ft 



Enjoyment. 

wonderfully 


In Retrospect. H ow 
for the UKFC that 
a pack of strong an 
British films in 20 




The 

Company Men 


Uirecced b> John Wilts 
St.rring Ben Affleck. 

Kevin Costner, Tommy Lee Jones 
Kelessed March II 


H ollywood’s relaiioiuhip wiih chc global linancial 
crisis was always going lo be uneasy. As an 
industry based upon obscene amounts oT wealth 
it would seem rather hypocriilcal to start decrying 
the mechanisms which have kept the dollars rolling 
in for so many yean. Hwn a film like Vlbll Smui: 

(he core issues at the heart of the crisis and instead 
concentiae on the devastating fan that some rich 
peofrie would become slighdy less rich. On the 
surface. The Compare Me>i would seem to buck the 


oppommiiy for self-improvement. 

Bobby Wblker (Ben Atfieck) is a high-flyng 
executive brought down to earth by redundartcy 
his world of five-figure bonuses and expensive living 
replaced by financial worry. As he attempts tn find a 
new iob, he finds himself working for his bn>(be^in- 
law, pmud blue-ccBar builder .lack (Kevin Cntner). 
And then there's the question of his former colleagues, 

The Company Men buckles under the weight of 
its own lofty ambitions - it strives to be an indsive 
portrait of American capitalism and masculinity in 
crisis but ends up as a rather toothless and obvious 
slice of melodrama. Ihe characters are all broad 
and predictable stereotypes (the arrogant rich man 
brought down a peg or two, the honest labourer, 



the supportive but lough wife) and many of the 
film’s conclusions hinge on a glib conservaiism 
pull your socks up and everything will be fine. 
'I'he revelation that some men find redundancy 
emasculating ranks up there with cliches about 
popes and Oaihnlicism. 

'Ibe likes ofromn^ Lee Jones and Chris Cooper 
do their best with the material but even their good 
peifonnatices can’t make up for a staid scripl and 
rather flat diiecdon from Wells (whose background 
is in TV - and how it shows). The Compam Men U 
a rather dull character study and a failure as social 
commentary. You’d be wise to save your money for 
something else. Laurence Boyce 


Anticipation. An emotive 
subjccl should hold the interest. 


Enjoyment.Theie are a few 
good moments - largely thanks 




In Retrospect. There will be 


of them. 


3 


2 


2 


Wake Wood 

Directed by David Keating 
Starring Aidan Gillen, 

Eva Birlkisile, Timothy Spall 
Released March 2S 


i'T ^ - 

<>■ 


I ndebted to the likes of Nicolas Roeg’s Don't 
Look Nou and Robin Hardy’s folk horror 
classic, The tPuker Man, VKihe IWx’d represents a 
welcome change in a genre loo often entrenched 
in outdated extremes. 

'Ihc comparison to Kneg’s iconic work is well 
earned, as Ifivd mote than oncedofi's a cap in 
recognition and respect. And yet beyond a point, the 
referencing feels unnecessary. Still, thou^ invested 
in congtrii^ almospfoere and a growing sense of 
itnease, the film doesn't exactly skimp on the blood 
and guts quota, either. 

Piclfd ig> bv the re-established Hammer label to 
showcase its new brand ideniitv and output, this low- 
budget chiller offers a positive indicoiiixi of the new 
studio's imeniions. Starting AidandQlen, Eva Birthistlc 
andTunothy Spel, the oqtlomtion of mysdeal folklore 
and prc-Ouisiisi rdigious rites makes it a distant 
cousin to Oiscoii (another recent Irish production) 
and OhrEfopba Smkh’s Bladt Death. 


Director David Keating uses these devices in an 
aknosi fairy tale fashion, enabling him to counter 
the horror aspects rather welL 'I'his story of the 
resurrected dead is as poignant and sotrowfiil as it 
is fantastical and weiid. 

I’airick and Louse (OiDen and Birthistle) lose their 
youi^ daughter Alice after a dog auack and relocae to 
(he sedate village ofWakeWood to piece together then 
broken lives. Quite by accident they discowr a hideous 
butbeguilkig secret - the townsfolk can bring back ibe 
recent^' deceased, but for three days only. 

Spall’s counliy-gent farmer mokes the most 

does a fine line at being both dniscer and avuncular. 
'I'he narrative works, by and large, because of the 
lead characien' emotional weaknesses and their 
undcrtasndabic selfishness. 'I'he community isn’t 
what it seems but it doesn't automatically folirw that 
iheyYe threatening or evil. 

ttbke Vtbad is packed with rich ideas and 


symbolic imagery of life and death. Some elements 
feel laboured but mostly it succeeds It's a distinct 
and fresh piece of work - even if it b about 
reanimated corpses. Moriyn Conierio 


Anticipation.'ihe second 


3 


Enjoyment. A beguiling and 
inventive work which lets itself 
down by occasionally over- 


3 


In Retrospect. A creepy, 
poignant story of life and 


k 




You Will Meet a 
Tall Dark Stranger 

Uirecied by Woody Allen 

Starring JosA Brolin, Naomi Walla, Anlhony Hopkins 
Released March 18 


W oody Allen - the Nottingham Focea of 
the movie world. 'ITie heritage you can’i 
deny bul where’s the consiaency? Allen’s 
(wvn Brian CDou^ era {Armie HaB, Alatiharran) 
might have long passed but there's stiUihe occasional 
Cliampionship play-off il'icMy Cri<iina BaraJena). 
It's the unprediciabiliiy that kills you. 'IfK fact 
that Vtni tfVI Meet a Tall Daih Stniiigiir - his fourth 
Londnn-sci film - is getting released 10 long months 
alter its Cannes debut doesn’t bode well, but at least 
it's gering a theatrical release. Soap, his second, 
debuted cm BBC2 . 

'Xhin^ begin flady. 'Shakespeare said that 

‘and in the end agnihes nothing.’ Nothing? Great. 
Cominned with Allen's own frequent assertions that 
his films don't add up to a whole hill of beans, it^ 
hardly an aiticdng start. 

Painful exposition doesn't help. Choracters 
forgo profundities in favour of just explaining 
what they've done, what they're doing and what 
they're about to do. On the plus side, it makes 
the antics of the ensemble cast incredibly easy to 
follow. Roy ^osh Brolin) is a frustrated novelist, 


his wife, Sally (Naomi Watts), a warmabe gallery 
owner. He spies on his glamorous neighbour 
(Freida Pinto), she flirts with her edtarming boss 
(Antonio Banderas). Sally^ mother (Gemma 
Jones), meanwhile, becomes obsessed with 
psychics in the aftermath of her ex-husband 
(Anthony Hopkins) marrying a younger woman 
(Lucy Punch). It’s all told with the simplicity of 
a l^ybird book, and shows none of the narrative 
fluency of a filmmaker who once elegantly rifled 
on Dostoyevsky in Crimes Sr Misdemeamn. 

'Fhat's the main problem. This is the film of 

frah takes on those age-old Allen themes of 

women. If going to Spain to shoot l’ie*y Cristina 
BaKeLsna fired up his love for metropolitan 
architecture and dramatic passion, then London 
has snulfed it out. The stiff upper lips of posh 
British ihesps enunciate each line without the 
easy-going New York (nr Mediterranean) swagger 
that his dialogue relies on, while the settings are 
drab and nondescript. 


Hopkins copes best. Awkward nervkiess has 
cooRsislentfy been Allen's best way m get a bugh 
and, despite his Hannibal Lecier nfamy, the fermer 
Welshman is a great ditherer (see Remaim 0 } the ftev). 
But he’s port of a random gaggle of neurotics who seem 
Utterly disennneaed. Charaner backgrounds hatcn'i 
been thought through, classes met that never would 
in real blc,Anna FncI (in cameo) is incx{HicahIy Irish. 
IJke mai^ cf Allen's recent outings, it leds suiphsingly 
sligxiash. Even in Hcky Crisma Baicehna he forgot 
that locals spoke Oatalan not SpBi&h. In a story 
as U^twei^t as this, those annoving disliaclicns ore 
the last thing you need. James King 


Anticipation.'^e’re due a 
good one. 

iri 

Enjoyment. Hopkins can only 
lake you so far. 

2 

In Retrospect. Frothy hut 
uninvolving. Again. 

2 


Tran Anh 
Hung 

Inner Magic 



' director ‘Iron Anh 
1 off to a flying start 
at Cannes {Tht Sum 
Camera d’Or, 1993) 
lion, 1995). He was 


cinema, with a style of hlmmaking whose drama, 
intensity and philosophical nuances came with 
the kind of exquisite imagery and movement only 
cinema can achieve. 

After a ncar-dccade-long hiatus, ihan returns 

uith two very diflliuni projecu in quick succession. 

Krst out of the posits SonaigianVlliai, an adaptation 

of a bestselling novel, while the second is / Conte 

aith i/u Kain, a detective story set primarily in Hong 

Kong and starring Hollywood actor Josh Hartnett. 
The former ^cwed a great artistic joy; the latter was 
a post-production nightmare that involved court 
proceeding and was later distributed against the 


director^ wishes. 

The claim that Haruki Murakami's novel is 
unfilraable clearly didn’t put 'IVan off pursuing 
the project. The friendly and soft-spoken director 
explains that he carried a torch for the book since 
leading it in French translation back in 1994. 
"It was this idea of first love and also the death 
of somebody you love. It woiits in a very deep way 

and it's something very deep inside ofu&'l'hebook 

brought this out. From that moment I wanted to 
make the movie. For the longest time I kept saying, 
'1 want to make it', but nobody responded until 
live years ago.** 


A major obstacle presented itself before 
securii^ a budget and die circus of film production. 
Murakami had [deviously rejected all ocher inquiries 
cegardit^ Noraegian Wbtxl's him rights, but listened 
CO Tran and his proposal. “He wonted to read the 
script and I showed it to him. We communicated 
in English. I wrote ihc screenplay in French then 
translated it into En^ish, then into Japanese for the 
producer. After reading it, he sent me notes. 'I'bere 


was a loL It was like he was looking back on this 
book he wrote a long time ago and come up with all 
these ‘ideas'. He oflered me a lot and I kept a lot. 
After that I felt free to do the film." 

beyond merelv uanslaiing the con^kx material from 

page to soeoi. Capturing the thematic concerns and 

nuances wore equally as important as narmtiw. "It's 

not just about adapting the story, you *10 got to adapt 

the feeSngs and the ramifications the book suggests. 

It's really personal to me,'"l'ran says. 

His approach 10 filmmaking is based on what 
he descrlses as a form of intuilion. Tran calls it 'the 

music inside me’ - he rarely bothers with rehearsals 

and never storyhoaids. It's a deceptive approach, 

however, as ihoe's a predse but aesthetic daring 

evident in compostion, framing and scene structures. 

One of the chief hi^U^ts of Nonutgian VHjod is a 

one-take liackii^ shot following the lead charaders 
pacify up and down in a field of long grass. Rinko 
Kikuchi's Naoko here confesses her deepest feelings 
to Vlhianahe (Kenichi Matsuyama). “I always want 
IQ find the picture on ihe set with everybody. Wk see 
the location and think about how we can work with 
it. Step-by-step we find the right frame. 'I'hc idea 
with the tracking shut was to do with the confession 

of Naoko. Ills the moment Watanahe discoves her 

piDblons and what she has to say is very violent and 

tough. 1 wanted the audience to feel somethit^ really 

the feeling of something very cense." 

if Noraffgiart Ul&od proved a satcsfyii^ 

this year, / Come wiih ike Rain, developed major 
issues during the editing phase. Iran explains ihu 

the film is not truly his own. "Ki^i now I would 

not advise people to see it," he confesses. “It's 
not my picture. It has wonderful scenes but the 

movie as a whole is not there. 1 spent a year it 

the courts against my producer. It is something 

really sad for me. Please write this. It was a very 


important project and unfortunately it was not 
the right producer." 

(Josh Hartnett) who becomes disoiibed after 
encountering a serial killer who cakes Thomas 
De Quincey^ famous 'murder as an’ proposkion 

to gruesome lengths. After quilting the fortre, he 

becomes a private eye and arrives in Hong Kong 

to track down the missing son of a phannaceuiical 

magnate. 'I'hc serial killeriariist's macabre and 

suireal pieces made from his victims' bodies - 

recall (hmiher von Hagens’ work, but a British artisi 

pmvided the major influence. “Hrancis Bactui was 

the main inspiration. Once you see those works they 

are inside jou forever.” 

Such is the feeling against die producers, Tran 
hasn't seen the film they've sureeptitiously marked 

for release the some month os Norvf^ion Kbod in the 

UK. It's as if the pain is too raw. He does hope one 

day he can r^ain control of the picnire and re-cut it 

to his own specifications. “Yes, I would like to if ifs 
possible because I'm sure there's a very good movie 
in there. But everything, like the grading, was not 
well done and the sound, ton, If they warn to release 

the DVD, they don’t have the right materials to do 

it. I'hc mix they have is the mix for the ibeairc and 

they'd have to reduce it and stretch it, then jou'diose 

the power of the music and sound." 

After the legal tangles and disappointment of one 
picnire, the sense of accomplishment with Nimeeguia 
IFixkf makes him smile. “It was a ready normal 
process and with a producer vvho is a producer, 
you know?” Tran is already plotting his next movie 
and mulling over three different ideas, one of which 
could be set in contemporary France. Ihere is, 
however, hesitance in announcing a definite project. 
“Each dme I'm talking about that kind of thing it 
becomes something else.” 

(iheck out the lull interview transcript online in the 
week of ihc film's release. 









ecpiode. If it's cailiarsis and tiiewoiks you'ce afiet, 
you’d be beliei oS' looking eUewhere. li would be 
easy lo label ihe film depressing and gTeieniious 
pven ihc enenave lovelorn moping abt'ui and 
snul-scarching, yci ii manages co rise above such 
accusaiuns by being superlatively cral'icd and 
taser-focused. Soruiegian U^iuf proudly wears Us 
melancholy heart on its sleeve. 

'Ihe i^rectoris dearly fascinated with the process 
of grieving and the pernicious effects it canbring>bul 
(here are problems. 'Ihe meanderii^ pace may boie 

go nowhere and at limes it feels a hit too ponderous. 

Us sensil^ty feels more aligr^d to Frendi 
anhouse cinema than Japanese. This adaptation is 
a respeoful piece butTran is unafraid to stamp his 
own personality on the material, marking it as the 
work d* an tiuiair. Although possessing nostalgic 
and period traits, what we hove hent is a case of an 
outsider looking in, rinding points of intctcsi and 
eiploraiion with gicat care and attention. 


Vatanahe (Keniehi Matsuyama) and Naoko 
(Rinko Kdcuchi) cannot let go d the past and 
instead allow it to define themselves and their 
future. Even sex scenes between the pair are 
shot in a cold, deep blue hue, as if to suggest not 
even idiysical intimacy con provide solace. 'Iheir 
mutual passion is pan of their malaise rather than 
an escape. Waianabe's tuher love inicresi, Midun 
(Kiko Miaihora), could he the answer lo his 
problems but he’s so tied to the past he treats her 
interest with caution. 

Kadiohead’s Jonny Greenwood supplies an 
eclectic score ranging from the suitably dissonant and 
moody to jan^ing guitar numbers and fullblown 
orcbeslral pieces. It works very welL'lhe true star ttf 
the film, however, is the knock-out performance by 
Rinko Kilcuchi as the disturbed and feagile Naoko. 
Her portrayal of a heartbroken lost soul is excellent. 
Incretfibly, Tran Anh Hung didn't initially see the 
aoress as ri^t for the character. 

'Hie same cannot be said of Matsuyama as 
Waianabe. 'lliough he is our conduit lo the sloiy. 
his general blankness aas instead as a harrier. Why 
should wc core about him and his experiences if 
we're presented with such a dullard? 


'Hie novel's political backdrop is muted in order 
to focus on the complicated Lives of Ihe fea^le pair. 
The use of the Beatles track which gives the book 

doesn’t possess the some Prousuan quality as the 
original source material. 

\bt there is something heroic in this depiction of 
loss and despair without scniimenialiiy. .Vans^un 
IKsxf feels at limes more like a grand map of ideas 
and emotions in limbo between two mcdiuns. It is 
a searching piece of rilmmakiiig with no particular 
airivaJ. Martyn Conlerio 


Anticipation, vm[ a classic 


Enjc^ment. Norwegian K'ood 


In Retrospect. Haunting, 
heartbreaking and gorgeous 
to look at, hut a lad overlong 




Benda Bilili! 

Directed by Renaud Barret, 
Ftorent de La Tullaye 
Stirring Ricky Lickabu, 

Roger Landu, Cubain Rabeyo 
Released March 18 


Z aire. l974.)aniesBroivnbroughtAlro-American 
soul bade (a Africa as Muhammad Ali and 
George K<reinan prq>ared foriheir inlamous Rumble 
in ibeJungie.'IlicK that day was ayoung'l’apa' Ricky 
IJckabu. who comncicd polio and was confined to 
I wheelchair. Bui polio wouldn't slop the I'unk. 

'Ibtrty jean later. Uckabu's band, Staff Benda 
Bilili, tour the world preaching James Brown's 
commandmenE. fiisii^ relentless African rhythm 
and dance with mfeclious soul. But the band from 
Kinshasa, in what is now the Democratic Republic of 
Congo (DRC), have a stnrythai leaves even the most 
happfly-evCT-after of fairy tales in the shade. 

We tinrt the band living in a ramshackle shelter, 
riding through the dusty streets of the capital on 
hand-powered tricycles and playing their songs 
to passers-by. 'litis is where, in 2004, French 
fUmnukers Renaud Barret and Hlorent de lai’lliUayt 
stumbled across them by chance while making short 
films about rtusic from the Congo. 



The filmmakers* love for the music and 
dedication to the band over the years saves the 
film from worthiness or condescension: the most 
striking thing about Stall' Benda Bilili is their 
selT-sulficioncy. In a country where basic survival 
is a daily struggle for many, with no welfare or 
charitable support fi>r the disabled, the story of 
the group of musicians who formed around Ricky 
is uniquely inspirational. 


on a tour. Their excitement and trepidation 
are touching and. although it is imlOiely they 
would have reached such heights without the 
filmmakers, it is wonderful to enjoy their journey 
with them. Prudence Ivey 


Anticipation. There’s certainly 
scope for a good documentary 
about life in the DRC. 


3 


insenied himself. It's the film's defining moment. 
When we first meet him. Roger plays a haunting, 
specaral melodv that belies the base maierials of his 
device - a an^e guitar string stretched between a dn 
can and a wooden stick. He is invited to join the band 
and cw see bim glow into a confident and hip young 
man in sportswear and braids. 

A recording contract, album and budget 
problems follow, before Benda Bilili embark 


Enjoyment. A great 






Ballast 

Directed by Lance Hammer 
Starring Micheal J Smith Sr, 
Jim.Myron Ross, Tarra Riggs 
Released March IS 


U nmisukably a labour of love, there is 
precisely nothing on Lance Hammer’s CV 
that would’ve led you to expect he'd write and 
direct a bruised, painfully sober art movie like 

an designer on wiichy Sandra Bullock hokum. 
Practical Magic, and digital design associate on 
Joel Scbumachefs nippled neon curd. Batman & 
Robin. From the opening, washed-out shot of a 
young boy tramping across a field as birds swirl 
over the ^assy horizon, this feels like a movie by 
someone out to exorcise demons and recalibrate 
hb own artistic sensibility. That it partly faib to 
cohere can be chalked up to the fact chat Hammer 

to make you want to like hb film, and the loving 

Its oblique story unfolds on the mussy shores of 
the Mbsissippi Delta whose mainly bbtk denizens, 
we discover, exist way below the powrty line. The 
boy, Jim OimMyntn Ross), b a spiritually untethered 
and isotaied lad, who finds solace in drugs and the 
warm embrace of a pistol he's pinched fmm a meek 
gentleman who's attempted suidde. Jim's mother b 
dragged into the fold when a band of drug dealers 



drive the pair off the road, and the film then goes 
on to flesh out the relationships berw'een these three 
central charataers while offering a bracit^ portrait of 
hardscrabble living. 

With iE docu-realbi settings and rough, 
natutalbiic performances, (hb b not a million miles 
aww from something like David Gordon Green’s 
George Kbshmgu)ii (though less impressionbne), 
or ewtn a Dardenne brothers movie (though leas 
nairaiiwly rigorous). It's never in doubt that 
Hammer has made a mightily impressive debut, 
and if he can de up the loose ends to form a more 
robsusl drama, his second film should be one bell of 
a hotdeket. Alan Mack 


Enjoyment Sags in the 
final third, but the impeccable 
craftsmanship keeps matters 
afloat. 


In Retrospect. An amazing 


3 


3 


3 




Oranges and Sunshine 

Directed by Jim Loach 

Starring Emily Watson, Hugo Weaving, David Wenbam 
Released April 1 



Ken) hardJv breaks the family Ulmmaktng mould. 
Bui that's not to disparage the director's talents in 
bringing this extraordinary tale to the screen with 
a measured and very subtle approach. 

Oranges and Sunshine tells the personal stories 
behind the apologies isEued by the British and 
Australian governments to thou.iands of British 
children in care who were systematically shipped to 
Australia and other (lommonuealth countries nva* 
nigh-on a hundred years until the 1970s. 

It was a shady little secret until the 1980s, 
when a Nottinghamshire social worker began to 
make contact with the victims, some of whom 
were as young as four-years-old when they were 

only were some of the children's parents very 
much alive, but the institutions in which they 
were placed were more often than not physically, 
mentally or sexually abusive. All this in the nante 
nf saving a few pounds. 

Of course, taking inspiration from real 
life on such an emotive issue as forced child 


filmmaker upset those involved in the real world. 
Apparently, social worker Margaret Humphreys 
{Emily Watson), took eight years to acquiesce 
to her shocking story being given the screen 
treatment. And not only does the film have to 
remain faithful to her version of events, but to 
those still dealing with the consequences ofbeing 
robbed of iheir childhood. 

Although packing emotional clout, the story is 
sometimes stretched thinly across the film's 102 
minutes and at limes lacks the drama that more 
fiction would produce, especially in relation to 
Humphreys' own family versus the amount of time 
she had to devote to helpii^ others trace theirs. 
Sure, her husband and children were saint-like 
in dealing with her absence in the name of a very 
good cause, but at times there's a certain lack of 
fnetion, which would have helped shape the him 
into something more cinematic. 

Perhaps this story would have been better 
suited to television rather than the cinema, but for 
his biographical screen debut Loach has at least 
secured some top-notch acting talent. Watson is 
on understated, dignitied form as Humphreys, 


with Hugo Weaving giving a particularly affectii^ 

childhood he was forced to endure.There's a lot 
to be said for such heart-wrenching drama that 
doesn't fall into the easy trap of mawkishness 
or manipulation - Loach bos cast actors capable 
of dealing with raw scenes in a spare yet deeply 
moving way. Laura Buabell 


Anticipation. Loach by name 

and, looking at the storyline for ^ 


Enjoyment. Enjoyment is 





In Retrospect. Very well put 
together and no doubt a story 
needing to be told. This is a 
solid debut, but the hangover 
from Loach's TV past looks 
large on the big screen. 




How I Ended 
This Summer 

Directed by Aleksei Popogrebshy 
Starring Grigory Dobrygin, 
Sergei Pushepatis, 

Igor Chernevich 
Released April 22 



A leteei Popogrebsly’s icy slow^-bumer is an 
education in the shifting tide of Russian cinema. 
Playing out owr die cnune of a long, cruel Arctic 
summer, where die sun incessantly circumnavigates 
the hnrizon, this valentine to Andrei 'Itirkovslcy and 
Aleksandr Sokuicw deals in redexnity and metaphysics. 
But while hauntii^ time-lapse sequences and agii^ 
long diots capture the bleak solitude of a bygone 
era, the film’s chief protagonist is die personfficaioii 
of twntv-first-caitury Russian ideals. 

He’s Pavel (Grigory Dobrygin), a wiry upstart 
stationed at a remote meteorological research 
facility with a hardened Sewiee ihn^back named 
Sergei (Sergei Puskepalis). While the laner rarely 
looks beyond continuing the worit pbnecred tq' his 
atKcsiois, Ms fidgety apprentice U well versed in MP3 
and HPS prucrasunation. But Sergei's not entirely 
blind to the unceasing tedium of their circumstances, 
and so in a gesture of paternal compassion he leaves 
his post and sets out across die crisp ocean waves 
for a ^>ot of trout fishing. (In his three-day trip, 
Sergei wiU land a handsome catch, but in this time he 
will lose something much dearer to him. 

Duiing a scheduled transmission wBb the 

Sergei's ^mily have been invoKed in a fatal accident. 
It's his duty In relay die message, but before Sergei's 
return the weight of die world will bear down cm 


ntversalieady fragile mind. IiishereihatPopogTebsky 
switches focus away from the whitewashed panoramas 
ct the Arctic wildcrncsE to the utilitarian cabin the 
per have shared fur several months. In ebser quarters 
we led Pavel's dilemma thrash and fester inside him. 
dock hands mock with their metronomic conviction. 
Radio sialic becomes increasingly deafening. 

'lliG is Russian cinema in the traditional mould, 
yet in its final third Hou I Ended This Summer will 
concede its subtle, visceral atmosphere Ibr more 
fiiU-blocxied dramatic tricis. In ratdietmg up the 

dnema's mainso'eam sensibilities, Popogrebskv has 
mmed a potential modern classic into a US remake 
m waitBig. AdamMbodward 


/4nflCl^aflon. Voted Best h'ilm at 
the 2010 London b'ilm Pesiival. 


Enjoyment. An exquisitely 
mainstream aspirations. 


Ex Retrospect. Popogre 
film eloquently typifies 



3 





T he Vfer on 'ferror is defined by ambiguity. 

It's a conflicl in which the enemy has many 
faces, nationalities and motives and In which the 
ultimate aim is lanialisingly obtuse. Even the 
phrase 'War un'l'error' contains very Hide that a 
tangible when you take away the emotiveness of 
the words. Much of recent cinema has attempted 
(and ofien failed) to understand the n^riad 
reasons as to why we find ourselves in the situation 
chat we are in. Resurgent Polish director Jerzy 

bow a person can be driven to extremes and how 
- underneath ttae ideology and social conditioning 
- we are all subject to the same primal instincts. 

Alter being captured by the US military in 
Afghanistan, Mohammed (Vincent Gallo) is being 
transported to a mjsicrious detention centre 
somewhere in Europe. When his iranspori crashes, 
he makes a bid for freedom ihniugh the forests and 
frozen landsape of a country he doesn’t know. With 


an inlemationa] taskforce on his tail, our protagonist 
must go to extreme lengths to survive. Just how far is 
he prepared logo? 

'Phis is very much Gallo movie as he gives 
a breathlessly intense and physical performance. 
With no dialogue he effortlessly portrays the 

(he edge aided by some wonderful landscape 
cinematography that highlight his isolation 
amongst the snowy wastes. Despite the fact chat 
we know nothing about Mohammed (he’s only 
named in the end credits) we can't help but relate 
to him on a human level. 

Yet (he ambiguity also proves to be the film’s 
downfall. Skolimowski is adamant that the film 
is not about ihe conflict, but the setting and 
constant flashbacks would indicate oibeiwise. 
While they serve to highlight how diffcrenity we 
relate to pec^le on a visceral and primal level, 
they also pose too many nagging questions that 


aren’t answered. Similarly, the drifts into fantasy 
throughout drip with heavy-handed symbolism 
which threaten to tip the Him into the realm of the 
ridiculous. Laurence Boyce 


Anticipation. S i 

received Dumer( 

for his film Eou 

r Nights with 

1 roll? 

4 

Enjoyment. Ga 

bringing an inif 

Ilo is brilliant, 
insiiy that is 
id disturbing. 

3 

In Retrospect. ' 
filmmaking that 
fails to become 

I'his is bold 

3 

sum of its parts 
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“Suggesting Londoners go to 
Brum for a weekend doesn’t 
come naturally. But Flatpack 
Festival might make us break 
the habit of a lifetime” 

-Time Out London 


Featuring: a psychotic tyre, a man playing cello witft 
an angle-grinder, vintage m obile m ovie-house, 16(n m 
rahti^, bunker installations, live scores, archive cut 
ups, headphone cinema, turntable zoetropes, shadow 
shows and shedloads of good films. 

23-27 March 2011 
Birmingham, UK 


www.flatpackfestival.org.uk 
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The Way 

Uirecced by Emilio Eateoea 

Starring .Martin SAarn, Jamea Neabill, Deborah Kara Unger 
Kelcabed April IS 


w 


aiching Martin Sheen in the early 
scenes of Tlu Wtiy, it’s difficult not to 


“Saigon... shit. I’m still only in Saigon," 
Sheen’s delirious Willard grunted in 1979, to a 


bacfcdrop of chopper blades and .Jim Morrison, 
his Cisi bloodied by a shattered mirror. 

It’s fair to say Sheen has left Saigon behind. 
Directed by and co-starring his son, Emilio 
Estevez, The tPay offers a change in mood. Here, 
he plays Torn Avery, a kindly American doctor 
who chides an old woman for not wearing her 
contact lenses before heading out for a spot of 

But this quiet life is interrupted when Avery 
learns that his estranged, free-spirited son Daniel 
(Estevez) has died on the Camino de Santiago, 
a thousand-year-old, SOO-kilometre pUgrimage 

Spain. Avery decides to complete the journey 
his son began, wheezing his way through the 
Pyrenees with a paunch poking through his North 
Face and Daniel's ashes in his backpack. 

The Itby is a shamelessly sentimental, pcrlcct 
curve of a movie - audacious enough, even, to 
include a Coldplay score. But what the him 


lacks in intrigue or edge it atones for with subtle 




is the life I chose,” he says of his easy, closeted 
existence. “You don't choose a life, dad, you live 
one." Daniel retorts. 

As Estevez crosscuts between this memory 
and the present. Sheen reacts at if hit son it 
right there, sat in the carriage with him. It's a 
clichi that shouldn’t work, but Sheen owns it, 

face. But as the film matures, Sheen retires from 

withdrawing into himself with eyes only for the 
way ahead. 

Each of the fellow pilgrims he grudgingly 
acquires, from the Ealstaffian Dutch fool Joost 
(Yorick vanVC’ageningen) to the elusive, damaged 
Sarah (Deborah Kara Unger) to a jabbering 
Irish poet Games Nesbitt), try to pierce this 
morose shell and gradually Avery allows them 
to sustain him, in the process discovering the 
serendipity his son craved. 

"Film is an illusion. Fame it ephemeral. 
Faith and family are what endure," Estevez has 


said. Fittingly, The It^y has the feeling of a joint 
back again. A slightly excessive love-in, you 
pub for a pint. 

And yet this also feels ephemeral. It's a him 
of foothills, not peaks. It’s pseudo-spiritual 
without ever really saying anything about faith. 
It's kind-of meaningful without ever facing 
up to the harder dynamics of its early scenes. 
It falls hack on false dawns and mini-c|nphanict 
when confronted with complexity. But it's 
saved by on actor of iconic proportions; a 
man uniquely capable of shariog the journey 
ahead. Tom Seymour 


Anticipation. Martin Sheet 


iri 

growing old gracefully. 


Reaction. Estevez it still 
to come of age. 


3 

Retrospect. I’crhapt his ne 
film should be about a cer 

Carlos Estevez. 


3 




Cave of Forgotten Dreams 

Directed by IVerner Hersos 

Starring Werner Herzog, Charles Fathy 

KeteaseJ March 2f 


C ominuing a personal quest to bring us the 

and seemin^y inhospitable landscapes, 
VPemer Heizog surpasses himself with Cove of 
Fi)rgtieien Dreams by capturing the earliest recorded 
visions of humanity. 'Iriggered by an arucle In 
The \etc Kirfer by Judith 'Ihurman, the maverick 
German director travels to southern France to film 
the Qiauvei-Pom-d'Arc caw art. Discovered in 
1 994, the paintings arc roughly twice the age as those 
at the Lascaux cave complex, which were themselves 
a source of fascination for the 12-ycar-cild Herzog 
Some 39,000 years agi', artists journeyed into a 
huge, crystaJ-enciusted limestone caw in what is now 
the south of Irance, where they painted hundreds 
of tucrures of animals, depicting different species 
including horses, cattle, lions, panthers, bears, 
rhinos and even hvenas. 'Ihe artists used tediniques 
rarely seen in caw art, making the Chauvet cave 
an imponant record of Palaeolithic lile in all of its 
savage detail. From today's perspective, they not 
only created works of art, but seem to have created 
art itself. 'Iliesc artists continued to produce their 
unique worle for over 1 0,000 years until the coUipse 
of a rock face scaled the cave olT from humanity, thus 
pivserving the paintings in near pristine condition for 
coumlcss generations. 


Since Chamet’s discovery, access has been 

overexposure, even to human breath, could damage 
the priceless drawings. Hi^ levels of carbon 
dioxide .loH radon mabr it impossible to work 
inside for more than a few hours a day and only a 
small number of researchers and scientists have ever 
seen the art in person, lletzog being Herzog, he 
somehow manages to gain unprecedented access, 
securing permission horn the French government 
to actually film inside the caves using specially 
constructed lights that emit no heat. 

Having previously professed himself to be 

director of photography Peter Zeitlinger (who 
made radical adaptations to existing cameras) 

splendour. Ably commurticaung the contoured 
surfaces on which the charcoal figures are drawn. 
Herzog’s unique responsiveness to landscape and 
the elements is fully in evidence as he captures the 
monumcmal caihedral-like stalagmites and the 
intense natural beauty of the region. Forget /frurar, 
this is the firsl truly essential 3D experience of the 
modem cinema age. 


philosophical bent is also very much present 
as he quizzically probes for the answer to 
questions such ns ‘what consdtutes happiness?’ 
There’s humour coo; the director gently 
chiding an ancient history expert for repeatedly 
going to retrieve the spear he has thrown 
in the middle of an interview. An intensely 
spiritual experience. Cave oj Furguiren Dreams 
authentically replicates Herzog’s infectious 
sense of awe and wonder whilst conjuring a 
special magic all of its own. Jason Wood 


Anticipation. A Werner Herzo 
documentary. In 3D. 

■ 

Enjoyment. Enlightening, 
entertaining, technically 
brilliant and profound- 

5 

In Retrospect. Genuinely awe 
inspiring and one of Herzog’s 
most startling and startlingly 

achieved visions. 




Marion 

Cotillard 

Runaway Train 


Select Filmography 
Marion Cotillard 

Little White Lie* (2010) 
Inception (2010) 
Nine (2009) 
Public Enemies (2009) 
La Vie en Rose (2007) 
A Good Vear (2006) 
Fair Play (2006) 
Cavalcade (20C6) 
Love Me If You Bare (2003) 
Pretty Thing* (2001) 
Taxi 2 (2000) 
Taxi (1998) 


H «'s a riddle: youYe wailing tor a train, a 
train that will lake you ikr away. \bu know 
where you ht^e thic train will take you, but 

How can it not matter to you where this train will 
lake you? 'litis riddle, uttered by Marion Cotillard 
in IiK^rion, epitomises the jeie de vivn attitude the 
actress has towards her own career. “I’m not trying 
to control things because 1 don't Teel 1 have to," 
she says in caramel Kitnch, “things arc happening, 
beautiful things arc happening, and 1 just live what's 
happoiing and try to litc it entirely.'' 

In 2007. La Vie en Rose director Olivier Oahan 


cost of loang distribiilion funds on an actress who, 
Dahan was told, would not be 'bankable enough 
for Holfywood’, the director chose his protagonist 
before they had even met; detecting a glint ofPiaf in 
Cotillard^ beguiling blue eyes. This teed ofsimilaricy 
erupted on screen into a Simmering replication and 
Oscar-winning pctfurmance. Bringing back to life 
the pop-eyed singer with the posluic of a broken 
puppet and an alarming vibrato that once shook a 
war-tom nation, Cniillaid has become a cultural 
touchstone for the twenty-firsi-ceotury's memory of 
die ohanieuse who regretted nothing. 


Cotillard could finally take centre stage. 

Hollowing in the trucks of Bardot, Binoche nnd 
'I'aiou, Cotillard soon became one of the handliil 
of Irench actresses m cross the sea and charm the 
world. Bui while she could readily evoke thot butter- 
wauldn'i-meli look that her fellow countrywomen 
had perfected, it soon became clear that Cotillard 
also had something unique - mote leminisccni, 
perhaps, of Ameiican actiesses Sissy Spacck nr Mia 
Farrow, (knillard'k eyes harbour a mysterious kind of 
beauty; a kind that scares as it stares. When, in 2010, 



From skipping girlfriend to scorned wife, 
Codllard's roles have mirrored her maruring 
process as an actress. Starring alongside some of the 
biggest names in Hollywood she has, nonetheless, 
managed to teiain an umbilical connection to 
France. Hnr her new mie in Canei^ Liale White 
Lies, Cotillard has rubbed the stars from her eyes, 
appearing with an oll-Htench ensemble. Marion 
plays Marie; the name alone being an indication of 

But it is precisely this lack of fantasy that the actress 


“because 1 could see thin^ of myself ihar [ can't 
usually see.but something that I could fed was mine: 
a little eiqtressionta way to mo\e head; and it was 
honibk! It was horrible!" 'J'his is the frice of Dior, 
ladies and gentlemen, watching herself ihrou^ 
slilled fingers and making sick gestures 

'Ihc cametu, by nacun:, is unforgiving. But for an 
actress whose beauty and age is coniinuousiy bong 
manipulated, the impiessioo she acquirs si hmdf 
twined between 




uadw die seemed to be followir^? Sophia Loren 
plavs Cotillard’s mother-in-law and, bring the frst 
actress to win an Acaden^ Award for a non-Hn^ish 
speaking perfermance in 1 962, the fact that CotSlaid 
became the second in 2007 must haw called frir 
sonK comparisons lo be made. When asted what 
she hoped lo achieve by the time she reaches Lorenis 
age, Cotillaid teplles, with no hesitation, “sonpliciy.'' 
A sinplid^, peih aps, that can only be detected what 
the cBfflera turns a blind eyr, something that lie alcni 







laimicg the dog ate yoitr homevvork is a be. 
So is lelling Hanison Hord that buham Jones 
5 is a good idea. They’re little name and 
hannless by nanire (as long as b'nrd doesn’t insisi on 
doing his own stums). But pretending your girlfriend 
hasn't dumped ynu? Or that your best friend didn't 
confess to having homoeroiic feelings towards 
you? Or convindng yourself that it's okay to go to 
the seaside for the weekend while ^r friend Ues 
terminally il at hospital? Now those little white Ues 


These are just a handful of untruths spun by a 
group of bouigeois friaids in 'tetl No One director' 
actor Guillauine Caret’s latest film. But a be is 
a ie. and whether it's whiter black or a pale shade 
of grey, the iniih will out in the end; or so Canet's 
him suggests. For this group of friends it is the 
unspoken guilt each feds following their friend^ 
iDoiotiMke accident (revealed In a bold '.Eiiidi of 
£ftAayic opening long shot) that serves as a catalyst 
forpcrsonal confessions and breakdowns. 

Audiences on this side of the Channel may 
be reminded of The Big Chill, a 1983 American 


dramedv with a similar coming-to-rerms-with- 
iiagedy storyline. But where Lawrence Kasdan’s 
lilm humorously exposed the cracks between a 
group of Ihirty^omething baby boomers. Link 
W'hue Lies deals with the modern-day hekieness of 
their ihirtysomeihing kids. On the surface, these 
iweniy-first-ceniury tmuhlcs may seem as trite 
as having to figure out the etiquette of the fbny 
lexi message or finding time to join a yoga class, 
but Canet's film reads between the Ues. Beneath 
the vanity and the gay jokes furls the age-old 
fear of growing old, as weU as that outdated fear 
of sexuality. Above all, however, is the unenviable 
fear of losing a friend who is the same age as you. 
And it is this sense of impending tragedy tbatCanet 
skilfully holds over each of the characters' heads as 
they hide behind their seli-made veil of lies. 

That his film achieves a tasteful balance of 
doleful humour can be attributed to laudably 
authentic acting, 'fhesc friends and Invert arc 
credible enough to ease the lS4-minuie run lime, 
even ihou^ we could do with a couple more 
Chandler-esque one-liners, or the quirkiness of 


a Phoebe to ease the way. SdU, Link Whiu Lies is 
sure to touch a nerve. In fact, by the end, a li ttle 
white handkerchief might come in usehil. 

As for the elephant in the room? Canet’s film 
mi^i just he the second best thing pulling off that 
title. Zara Miller 


Anticipation. 

An unconventionally long 
bourgeois lifestyle drama set in 
the South of France? Afo« dieu\ 


Enjoyment While it may lack 

favourite sitcom, the characters 
will still hook and draw you in. 


In Retrospect. After the ihrilli 
of Canet's 'Tell No One, this is 
a bit of a soft follow up from 




Archipelago 

Directed Joanna Hogg 

Starring 7e»» HiddbiHon, Chrialopher Baker, Kate Faky 
Released March 4 

Set on the scattered Isles of SciDy, Anhipdaga explores, in quietly dontcsdcaicd 
scenes, ibe expanse that exisu between each member of a typical family, but also 
the des that Und them. Director Joanna Hogg is highly literate in the unsaid 
decrees and subtle gradations of manners diat define affluent middle England. 
She communicates these with the observational faculties you’d expect of the 
arthouse, like a Ldgh for posh people fused with a geode Haneke. In the hands of 
a less sensaive director this film could feel small and (bin, but e calm, 

atteodve anrt conscious of overstaying its welcome. Yet a bite remains; an acute, 
intimate and seandting frustration. Again artd again, in scenes fuU of humour 
artd strain, Hogg invites her audience to dismiss these people as fundamentally 
difftcenl from ourselves. But sat in adaikaudUorium, we are merely watching our 
own refleaiona Tom Seymour 4 5 5 



Carmen 3D 

Directed biJuHan Napier 

Starring Christine Rice, Bryan /1yniei,ArisArgiris 
Released iVfarch S 

Hilmvd during performances at the Royal Opera House, Oeorges Bizet's lasciviotis 
game-ploying Cirmen is irandermed into 3D. 'Ihe dangerous gypsy (Christine 
Rice) sets ho- sights on good man Don Jose (Bryan Hymel) only for jealousy 
to erupt when bulUighter HsmmilJo (Axis Argiris) muscles in. 'Ihe impressiw mst 
demonstrates ostonithing vocal power, while the predominondy subde 3D oikvens 
the depth of field, Intensifykig Rice's wild-eyed temptress. Thh is more likely 
to appeal to muse losers and the opera connoisseurs alreacfy aedtmadsed to live- 
sn-eaming eveots at dnonas - unless the specs offend (opera in 3D? What next? 
Champagne in aqtacepacl^) - than it is to tempt theuniititiated. Opera is designed 
for an extravagant arperience and uhfle these camera angles and close-ups psefa 
you close to the action, the stage begins in fed dauscrophnbicand the impaa of the 
spectacle is diluird. Sophie Brown 4 3 2 



Client 9; The Rise and Fall of Eliot Spitzer 

Directed by Alex Gibney 

Starring £(io(,Spi(err,//ani^ Greenberg, Joseph Bruno 
Rdeased AlorcA 4 

It begins as a New York story, but (%nr 9soon morfdrs iiuo atwaity-first-century 
moral fable. In 2008, Eliot Spitzer was the sell-proclaimed ’Sheriff of \thll Street’ 
who took on vested inErests in finance and polidcs. But his world feU apart when 
Spitzer was ensiared in a Eederal investigation into prosiiruiion nnri the media 
- somehow - got hold of the story. Those are the facts, bur Alex Ciihney’s stick 
documentary offers us the story of a pugnacious Itid from the Bronx who put his 
nose in some powerful people’s business and wasn’t afraid of gening it tx'nken. 
'Ihe picture that emeiges is of a renegade while knighi baiiling the forces of 
evi, hut what Clitmey gains in dramatic texture through affinity with his subject, 
he loses in perspective. Qisni 9 is a liberal polemic with an ew for conspiracy, 
ottering Sfniza aVt’all Street-style bail out. Man Bochcnskl 34 3 



Cold Weather 

Directed by <4aron Kats 

Starring Cris Lanhenau, Ti-ieste Kelly Dunn, Raiil CasliBo 
Kelea.sed April IS 

In this h^cer delight, Sherlock Holmes-hwing slacker Dcug (Cris Innkenau) 
is roused from an aimless round d* ni^t s hifts at the local ice faaory when hs ex- 
girlfriend abngtdy disat^teais. Warming to the pimle, he fcrnis an uiil&dy Hohnes- 
WtiQon duo with Carlos (Raul Casffllo), a part-lime DJ and fellow ’ice profeaional’ 
- not chat his sister Gail (Triesie Kelly Dunn) is conunc to be Mrs HudsoiLTmlh 
to tdl, it’s the sort conundrum the great pipe-smolting detective would solve oter 
bieakt'asi.buiwriieifdireaor Aaron Katz uses it os an eccasinn to muse engaging' 
on the way in which Ue’s cursebalk can galvanise time-dulled lelationships. An easy- 
going movie in the vein of Vthody Allen's Manhaiijii MimiiT Mystery, CoIdKbjiher 
oQers imdcniaicd chuckles, telaxedimeiplay from ihe leads, cosily gloomy Oregon 
locations and a tenderly mocking score by Keegan DcWiii. Julian \Vhiie 3 3 4 





His &Hers 

Uirecied b>' Ken Wbrdrop 
Kdcaseii.UarcA // 


Life Goes On 


In this whimsical and inudiing dncumcniary by Ken VC^drop (/Tie Hml, 
UndressiHg My Mother,) 70 Irish females ranging from nor-ioddlers to venerable 
nonagenarians talk about the men in dtelr Lives •• faihers, boyfriends^ husbandst 
sons, 'nve verdict is, on the wholet unexpectedly positiw, os their menfolk 
mature over the decades from sources of annoyance, dirty washing and irritating 
television choices to much-loved (and much-missed) life partners. What saves this 
from slightness is the impassbrted tesdmor^ of some of the older contributors. 
While the youngsters obsess over the trivialities of their relationships, these 
women lovin^y describe shared routines that have become steeped in meaning 
and tenderness. Defrnitely more tor her than for him, if you’re a bride with 
vvedding-d^ jitters you can watch this him and lake heart from its message that 
the groom will shape up by the time he’s 80. Julian White 2 4 3 


Louise-Michel 

Directed by Gustave de Kervern, Benoit Delipine 
Starring Volonde Moreau, Bouli Lanners, Benoit Arefiioortir 
Released Aprii I 

Louise (Yolaiide Moreau) is on illiterate ex-con, transvestite and general misfrt 
who lil£s nothing better than to be left alone m skin a pigeon of an evening. When 
(be factory where she works is closed down without warning, she persuades her 
colleagues to pool their redundancy payout an,i hire a professional to ’whack the 
boss'. Cue the most incompetent burton man in ail of Rcardy and a wild goose 
diase that takes the Hi-matched pair first to Brus^ls and then Jersey as (hey 
murder ihefr way iq> a seemingly endless corporate ladder. Directors Gustave 
de Kervern and Benoit Delepine lump together a ragbag of absurdist skits, bleak 
observations on lUc's banality and h'arKlIy broibcra-siylc bad taste gags Involving 
(he terminally ill, but the comedy is hampercd by ihc laciium kad and the film 
sighs 10 its knees in the third act. Julian Witiic 3 2 3 


Directed by Sangeeta Daiia 

Starring Sharmila Ibgore, Girieh Karnad, Om Puri 
Released March II 

Life Goes On documents the grieving process of a close-knit Hindu family alter 
the untimely loss of their matriarch. Although set in London, the fllm adopu 
a distinctly Bollyvmod tone. Besides bereavement, the film addresse alccdiolEm, 
sexuality, the dominant rok of the patriarch, premarital pregnancy and divorce. 
‘Ihc range of lofncs unfortunately results in dilution and underdevelopment, 

of frewers, and nostalgic images of the deceased in sofr focus wandering singing 
(hrou^ an endless spring holding a leafy branch. 'Jhe only edge the film manages 
to mairuain is through the all-encompassing topic of Lkaspora, a dramatic 
device chat sinwIiaDeoudy holds together and pulls apart (his family, which is 
a repieseruaiionofihe wider Hindu community. Dommic RadcUfle 3 21 


Rango 

Ditectedb) Gmvl^frrnsfci 

Slutting Jbhnr^ Depp, Isla Fisher, Timothy Olyphant 
Released March 4 

A diamelecn with an identity msis (elastically voiced byjohnt^ ^PP) ia launched 
into the scorching bea of the Mojat^ Desert. He arrives in Dirt, a gun-slinging ttavn 
stuck in OldWst times and facing a c^ieriousdroughL ^ortii^ an oppommity to 
be (he hero of his twvu story, Rango woers the townsfolk with tall tales of impossible 
gallantry, which sees the Hawaiian-Ehirted scamp promoted from outcast to sheriff 
taster than a duck on a Junebug. What begins as a treacherous quest for truth, 
howewr, wiB culminate in a iransfiormative moment of selMiscovery. Despite 
ivsiensibly foBowing a wel-irodden narrative path, Rango disdnguishes itself from 
mainstream CGI Cue by mixing a conspicuous sociopoliiical subtext with an 
array rf disfyingly quiiky characters - sumptuously rendeicd by the HX whises 
at Industrial light & Magic. Adam Wbodwnrd 3 4 4 
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DEAN nALHM WAS BORN IN 1903 ON NORTH WEST LONOON’S TOUGHEST 
COUNCIL ESTATE. ClITTERHOUSE. HE LEFT SCHOOL AGED IS WITH NO 
OUALIEICATIONS BUT IS NOW ABOUT TO SEE HIS FIRST SHORT FILM GET A 
NATIONWIDE RELEASE. IN A PERSONAL ESSAY. HE EXPLAINS HOW IT HAPPENED. 
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I n 2003, I was sentenced to four 
years for handling a collection of 
contemporary art that Included four 
Warhols. 13 Chagalls and 33 Dalis. 
In prison I saw a play that changed 
my life forever. The play was called 
Country Musicand It starred the actor 
Lee Ross. I left prison in 2006 with 
the svords, 'Get a reality check, mare, 
you're a gangster from Cricklewood, 
you1l never make It as a writer' ringing 
and stin^ng in my ears. 

Six plays later - not to mention a nine- 
page poem featured on 40 reclaimed 
timber columns in the 2008 Chelsea 
Flower Show - and I've just seen the first 
edit of a half-hour film that I've written 
called Geronimo that will be on Channel 4 
this summercomlng. 

Here's how and why. In 20I0 I was 
told about a Channel 4 Initiative for new 
writers and directors with a desire to break 
into films. It was called Coming Up. I threw 
my shirt Into the ring alongside the other 
I299 hopefuls and waited for the postman 
to come a-calling or the phone to start 
a-hnipng. Luckily for me. the calling came. 

In July 20I0 I was Invited to join I3 
other writeis and I4 directors at the Sands 
Studios in the rough and tumble that 
once was Rotherhithe for three days of 
workshops. Even though I was the oldest 


swinger in town, I certainly didn't feel like it. 
I was over the moon. Cock-a-hoop. Sweet. 
All this and the most memorable fry-ups. 
I must have been in heaven, surely? I met 
and talked to legendary theatre, TV and film 
director Jonathan Lynn. He told me what 
makes a star: simple, stars take chances. 



I accused him of being a fly on my wal. 
We learned about editing from one of the 
most talented men I've ever met, Nicolas 
Chaudeurge, whose thirst for words is 
endless. Needless to say. all our passions 
were stoked and our appetites whet. Sad 
thing was, only seven writers and seven 
directors would make the final cut. 


Waiting for that call was a killer, and 
when it came I nearly lost my breath. 
I never realised until that moment just 
how much I really wanted this. It truly 
elevated me and my work to anotherlevel. 
I felt bad for those who never made it 
through, some were and are now friends. 
As anyone will tell you. it's a tough 
business - and them's the breaks. 

I was called Into a meeting at 
Touchpaper Television (I arrived an hour 
early) to discuss the 23-minute idea 
for a film that I had. I sat in a red 
leather chair In front of producers John 
Chapman, Emma Burge and Thomas 
Nash and was soon told, 'Your idea's great 
but It^ a feature - we need something 
new from you.' 'When do you want it? 
I asked. 'In three days time,' I was told. No 
pressure, then. 

On January I7. 20II, filming began on 
the sixth draft of Geronimo. It is directed 
by the brilliant German director Nele 
Hecht and stars - wait for it - Lee Ross, 
Benjamin Smith and the gorgeous and 
talented Tanya Franks. 

This is the first part In an ongoing online/ 
offline series following the making 
ofGeronlmo. 

artsaveslives.co.uk 
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llNO[ltSSIlN; My philosophy Is to 
make pictures that arc very cleansed: 
purified, condensed and easy to see. 
They arc very clear, Thoy are similar 
to cartoons. Like Matisse, you take away 
everything that is not necessary to the 
picture. 


I want to have aso>caiied monochrome 
colour scaie, not strong coiours and not 
contrasts which are loo strong because 
that style is Irritating to me. There Is 
more Intensity, in my opinion. In a picture 
without too many contrasts, I want light 
that does not cast too many shadows. 

I want a light that people cannot hide in: 
it Is li^t without mercy. 


My first feature [A Swedish Love Story. 
1970] was a fabulous success, and my 
second (GEf/ap, 1975] was a fabulous flop. 
I wont over budget - I was a scapegoat 
for that so I was out In the cold for many 
years amongst the producers In Sweden. 


I couldn’t work. It was a very hard 
period. I started to make commercials 
and it was a very big success, and other 
people called and these movies were also 
successes. The period with commercials 
was much longer than that 1 thought It 
would be. 


Seriousness, patience and above all you 
should not try to fit into what people 
expect - be true to yourself. 


I don’t like the situation today because 
people don’t work hard and well for 
commercials. It is not well respected 
nowadays. The directors are afraid of the 
client, they arc slaves. They are afraid to 
lose money. So It is more business than 
art nowadays. 


It's hard to say, but In my opinion he 
was a little overratod. At the beginning 
of the '60s there were lour good movies 
with good cirtematography, but there 


were so many bad movies. He was also 
very right wing politically, he was almost 
fascist, he was a Na2l sympathiser and 
even growing up he was coloured by this. 
Ho never loft this himself, it coloured his 
person: ho was not a nice person. He was 
a so-called Inspector of the film school - 
each term wo were called and we had to 
go to his office and he gave some advice 
artd even threats. Ho would say. “If you 
don’t stop making left wing movies,' 
because a lot of us students were left 
wing at the lime due to Vietnam, ‘you 
will never be able to make features.* 


At the same time I must say there are 
no others that can take over his status, 
so even If I do not llko him and he is 
overrated. In spllo of that he is still the 
top filmmaker in Sweden. 


I am already planning a new one, I see 
the two last movies as drafts for the new 
one - a third enormous, deep, fantastic, 
humorous, tragic, philosophical movie 
similar to Dostoyevsky. 





WtlllS IV 


AVAILABLE MARCH 7 

PHENOMENA 

IIRECTEI 11 DARIQ ARCENTO (1995) 

Sewral mysterious decapitartons around an 
Alpine boarcfatg school. A slseptsalking teenager 
{Jemrfef Connelly, pre-tabyrrnth) with psychic 
power owr insects. A wheeichair-bound ecientisl 
(Donald Pleasence) with a chimpanzee aeeielant. 
A thundering metal soundtrack. Just admit that 
youVo already saSivating. and surrender to Argento’s 
singular. Btqustely over-egged giallo. Al 

AND SOON THE 

DARKNESS 

IIRECTEI IT MAHCOS EE90N (2919) 


could poBsbIy go wrong? This remake of Robert 
Fuest's 1970 British film of the same name Isset 
'' in Argentina and tells of two American teene, 
, replotewithdent^ floss bikinis, on a rsmolebike 
trip In kidnapper territory. The usual spurious 
) sen-slave subteit Is inserted, but this avoids 
the worst excesses of aomo of Its slralght-to- 
□VD cohorts. Contains a decent turn from the 
underrated Karl Urban. R 

SOMEONE’S KNOCKING 

ATTHEDOOR 

IIIECTEI IT CHAO FEUfllN (2999) 

Bizarre psychedelic horror about a pair of aerial 
kin ere who somehow travel forward from the 1870a 
to torture a group of drug addled medical student 
teenagers with an enormous penis. Neurotic 
American ehock cinema at Its most primitive. H 


IPMAN2 

IIIECTEI IT WllSON YIP (2010) 

Directed by the son of the legend Mmself, this 
is the second film about Ip Man - Bruce Lee's 
mentor. Wir« Chun grandmaster and martial artist 
extraorcbnalre. When everybody was kung fu 
fighting, it was ip Man's moves that were fast as 
lightning, and the back-to-back fight scenes here 
unarguaUy do the legend justice. Bl 


AVAILABLE MARCH j4 

MS FROM THE 

SECOND FLOOR 

OIIECTEO BT AflY ANDEmON (2090) 

The first film In an unfinished trilogy (the 

Sanga from the Second Floor presenla a series 
of disconnected vignettes that interrogate the 
whims of modern Swedish life, each punctuated 
by quotes from the Peruvian poet Cesar VaHojo. 
Glacially paced and with a largely static camera, 
this abaurdlat comedy has the feeling of 
someone elss's dreams. IS 



OIIECTEO BT PETEA AND9IKIDI9 (2009) 


Originaify broadcast as a two-part TV movie in 
Australia The Diplomat atars Dougray Scott as 
a Briti^ diplomat arrested for allegedly helping 
Russian mobstera smuggle drugs into the UK. 
As the film's many interwoven plots unraveL 
Scott battlea to clear hie name on a wild chase 
involving everything from nuclear threats and 
personal tragedy to his former wife. J( 


ZONAD 

IIECnS BY JOHN OAfINEY. AIERAN CARNEY (2009) 

John and Kioran Carney follow the success of 
Once with a remastering of their 2003 short 
Zonad.Set in I950 e Ireland. ZonadleUsIhe story 

ahen in the quiet village of Ballymoran. InhiaUy 

places his alien identity under threat. J( 

FINK! 

OIIECTEO BT IIU 90YLE (2005) 

H it's not directed by Guy Ritchie or doesn't star 
Michaol Caine, the British jack-lho-lad gangster 
movie usually ain't worf 'avin a butchers at. An 
Australian movie trying to rip off Lock Sroak is no 
exception to that rule. Released in 2005 and imable 
to make a deni then, ifa being re-released now to 
cash hi on Sam Worthington's rising star. Zl 

3S0ME 

OIIECTEO BY SALVADOR EARCiA RUIZ (2010) 

Spam. Aa three art etudenta experiment with each 
other'abodlaaand try to, like, broaden their minda. 
they rsallae that the world doesn't work like this 
when shit gets real.BI 

EMPIRE STATE 

IIIECTEO BT RON PECK (1997) 

A&tti^film that tried to kick against sociahreafism. 
this » a high-camp gan^ler Rick set in the swinging 
'80s. The Empire State nightclub In London's newly 
developed Docklands pits the muscle of sah-of-ihe- 
oanh East End a^lnet the racketeering playboys 
of the Square Mile. This is hard-edged and pretty 
hardheadod, bul thoro'a a clear and vital mossago 
hereabout the Impact of ondloee gonrrificaiion.A 


AVAILABLE MARCH 28 


[ARIY KUROSAWA 

COLLECTION 

IIIEeiEI BT AKIRA KUROSAWA (1943-1947) i 

Released on DVD for the first time in the UK 

Akira Kirosawa. made at the formative point of 

hb career between 1943 and 1947. They serve 

influential directorial vieion, whose admirers range 
from Felini and Bertolucci to Spielberg, Lucas 
and beyond. TS 


GENIUS WITHIN: 

THE INNER LIFE OF 


lEIHEI BY UCHELE HOZER. PEHR RAYUDHT (TBOSI 


This Canadian documentary relives the career trf 
the eponymous twentieth-century concert pianbl- 
lumed-pioneenng recording artist. Full of archive 
footage, from home movies to TV appearances. 
It atiempta to uncover an eccentric and ntyiterlout 
Ivory-tinUer who, amongat other ihlnga, played 
Russia An the GOa. performed with Leonard 
Bernstein and wae thought to have suffered from 
Aspergers syndrome. jl 


SUMMER 

WARS 

BIIECIEB BY HQSflllA UAMDHU (20119) 

Kosoda Mamoru fbllowe up 2006 'b The Oirl Who 
Leapt Through Ttme with another multi-award- 
winning anime, in which msths-obsessed high- 
schooler KenjI finds his summer almoai ruined 
by elusive teen romance, family dysfunction and 
an onBne vocalypsc. Prepare for Paorika-style 
visuals as the virtual world Invades reality. Al 


DEMON 

EMPIRE 

BIIEOIEB BT D0N&-GH JD (2DID) ( 

Ifkungfu vengeance, magical samurai swords and 
referring to Earrh sa ‘the human realm' are your \ 
cup of Oolong, then Demon Empire will serve you f 
pots fuB. A marrlal arts fantasy set In Limbo, the 
visual displays are pushed to the limits. ZM 


FOOTBALL 

FABLES 

BIIEtlCB BY RAFF AKOTO (2010) 

Afrtcan football has a higher profile and more 
global stars than at any other lime in its hisiDry. 

naa! African field to a top European club? Through 
Francis, a talented teenager on the brink of 

aikeam transfer. Foorball fables lifts the Ikt on the 

inner workings of football migration. His talent is 

leidotiited, his desire Immeasursbie, but will that 
beenou^ to secure hie future? IS 


AVAILABLE APRIL 4 

THE MAN WHO 

FELLTOEARTH 

BIBECTEB BY NICOLAS HDEE (1976) 

David Bowie as a stranded alien on a philesa 
Earth. Fiagile yet epic, impersonal yet powerfully 
human, it synihoelsos awkward shards of nartallve 
to Mattering off eci.AlB 


AVAILABLE APRIL 

LOVELY, STILL 

IIIECIEI BT EHEHOEiS FICKLEH (2DDB) 

Most of us gel socks for Chrisniias. But ml 
ekferty bachelor Robert (Martin Landau) who. 
one lonely festive eve, comes home from his job 
at a poesry afore to find a beautiful woman (Elen 
Burslyn) hanging out In his kitchen. And, |usl like 
that, they're old boyfriend and old girlfriend. Cue 
dcsofees. montagoa and aofi-focus slew-motion 
weHzes In falling snow to endless Chrisimas tunes. 
*k ths what love la?" he asks her. This Is the kind 
of guff that Induces senility. JFI 

lllNEDm 

BilECTEB BY JQRN WlUIS ID (2DI0) 

A newly developed plane rendered in early ’90s 
graphics is hlfacked by a group of mid 
90s terrorists. Originality aside, the plol develops 
into an emotionally turbulent drama in the sky and. 
partially, in s city. What will come of the innocent 
civilians? Will the courageous pilois land the 
plane? Will everyone dle?BI 


ANDREI 

TARKOVSKY 


COLLECTION 

BIBECTEB BYANDnElTARK0VSKY|l962-l9B6) 


Tarkovsky, forme, is the greatest director, the one 
who Invontsd a new language, true to the nature 

of film, as If captures life as a reflection, life as a 

dream." So said Ingmar Bergman. Here, each of the 
Russien maaler's major films - Ivan's Chadhood 
Andret Rublev, Solaris, The Mirror. Nostalgia. 
The Sacrifice and, of course, the seminal Stalker 
(which some say led to Ms death) are brought 
together for thefirsl time. IS 


THE MOLLY DINEEN 

COLLECTION VOL I: 

HOME FROM THE HILL 

IIIECTED BY UOllY D)NEEN (I99S-I99S) 

The fest of three DVDs featuring lie work of 
award-winning Brihsh documentary maker MoBy 
Dineen opens with Home from the HM (I98S). 
which follows the charming Colonel Hilary Hook, 

an England that la complotely foreign to Nm. Vol I 
also Indudss My African Farm. Heart of the Angel 
and k) The Company of Men. IS 

LUNCH HOUR 

BIBECTEB BY JAMES HILL (1961) 

Shirley Anne Field and Robert Stephens star 

hour rendezvous that gets out of conIroL This 
BF1 Flipside release is accompanied by three of 
director James Hill's shorts - hicluEing the Qscar- 
wtnnlng Giusepoina - that were regulariy shown on 
BBC Two as ‘Trade Test TransmissionB'. 1S 


JOANNA 

BIBECTEB BY MIKE SARNE II96B) 

Another Flipside release, Joanna sees a stylish 
l7-year-old embarking on a new hfe as an art 
student In swinging SOa London, enjoying caeu^ 
sea and colourful daydreams. Then she falls for 
Gordon from Sierra Leons and her life begins to 
get comolicaled. Co-starring Donald Sutherland. TS 


PROSTITUTE 

BIBECTEB BY TONY 6ARNEIT II9BQ) 

As the title suggests, this is a griny. frank and 
comroversial dEsma. It's the cHreciorial debui from 
one of BrEiiah TV's best-known figuroe (Garnett la 
the man behind This Ufa end Bakykiesan^ and it 
presented uncut and uncon sored for the first time. IS 








IIECHI ir tlEVDDII tllll 


nHiim; jie din iihi. ieif dieen, jim dieenieif 

TItEINE 'HIDE FIN 1IIN IINES!' 

iiiiiEis cimsi. inif nnu. in Hituiunm s min 

CIEIIVFItl 'IE'S EDI mi-nil IIEIIIIIS III lEINIE SEIIIDIIE?!' 




I t would tae remiss to steam Into any 
review of a film as far-reaching as 
I983's mammary-minded bulton-jabbar 
Joystieks without first checking the 
fingerprints Of the clown school rejects 
that somehow scavenged together 
the fears and obsessions of the video 
generation into a pixelsled Zeitgeist that 
gifted the era its Altamont: a dark and 
kaleidoscopic prism through which the 
videovisual '60s could rewind a splintered 

Produced and distributed by the 
dubiously monikersd .Jensen Farley, purveyor 
of superannuated bongo flicks and third- 
tier schlock horrors - as well as Timeriderz 
The Adventure of Lyle Swann, which, for ERH's 
money, is the greatest film litis since 1837's 
Ctnhken's Toilet - Joysticks would appear to 
have skin and ahock credenllele to burn, but 
little feel for the beet of the street. 

Enter director Greydon CIsrk, a cinematic 
ambulance chaser who had already proved 
he didn't need a weatherman to know which 
way the wind was blowing with such i Is 
mode polemics as Satan's Cheerlesders. 
Sack Shampoo (literally an all-black version 
of Warren Beatty's Shampoo) and Skinheads. 
Together they would come to do for the neon 
t^lhalla of the video arcade what Harpo Marx 
did for the telephone. 

Essanhady an Itchy-trlggar showdown 
between the nerds, Jocks, Pasadena punks 
and blasch blonde Valley Girls that make up 
the console community of some jerkwater 
Caldomian 'burg, end local busybody/mob 
bapnan/boiling-point puritan Joe Don Baker's 


attempts to shut down their gilded palace 
of sin. this is the underdog story writ large. 
It's Footloose for four-ayed Freddies: Anasisd 
Ibr Amstraders. The kids are funning It up and 
City HaO wants to drop the curtain on their 
good times. We’ve heard this song before, 
but Joysticks lee lament, not a hymn. 

But we get aheed of ourselves, for every 
Kong needs his Mario, end our guide through the 
arcane netherworld of arcade life is ona Eugene 
Groebe (Leif Green) - an entry-level Poindexter 
conviste with bow tie, three-pleat chinos and 

of his nei^bourhood video parlour - a facility 
whose WIC (Wiener Into Cleveage) count 
stands alone In modern cinema - Eugene is our 
pratblling Passepartout around the world of 
cabeiet chaos, breasty bl-play and Internecine 
mtr^ue that threaten to take the unwary 
viewer's eye off the ball. We would, however. 



do well to remember that this was the American 
'60s, where nothing was as it seemed-. 

Not only was the Cold War raging, but 
American heavy Industry was buckling under 
the yoke of the Rising Sun as Japanese 
corporations employed Inecrulable long-game 
business plens in order to break the back 
of US manufacturing And where better for 
the Aslan appeasers to psychically feed and 
water the armies of dlssnfranchlsad Americsn 
worker drones while they flooded the market 
with cheap electronic gee-gaws and effkisnt 
automobiles than the inescapable 8-blt Matrix 
of their own fiendish video 'entertainments'. 
The battle for American Industry would not 
be fought in the boardroom or on the picket 
line but on the breaking grounds of Qslaxian 
and Psc-Msn. The Irony, of course, is that 
the vanquished foe would be paying a quarter 
atimefortheprlvllege. 

Thus Baker Is ultimately revealed aa the 
hero of the piece. The big-boned barbarian 
at the gate becomes an unheeded saviour; 
the herald of economic collapse and societal 
malaise destined to be forever shunned and 
ridiculed by the silicone sybarites raining 
outsize barrels down upon him from atop the 

Never mind that Joysticks is episodic. 
Class, prurient, boneheaded, rudderless, 
faafflingand groans under the production values 
of a Central American snuff mcwie - it is also 
a wake-up call to a goggle-eyed nation blasting 
away at the wrong kind el space invader. This 
lacinema as smuggler: subversive, slippery and 
- to paraphrase Hunter S Thompson - stupid 
enough to be totally confident. 


hi ? ; ; 
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0 Hayao Miyazaki, 
twenty- first-century 


claim to fame was a giant computer named 
after the Urai mountains, Norstein initially 
seemed destined for a iilc turning out 
coffee tables In the local furniture factory. 
Fortunately, he made It into another kind of 
factory wOTk: the vast artistic assembly line 
of the Soviet film academy. 


foregrounding and pulling of focua and the 
creation of disconcertingly convincing kght 
- candles, fireworks, explosions, the ambient 
0owof the sun and the moon. Norstein works 
with chalk, dust and soap to coniure his 
unique atmosphere and his cutout figures - 


McCarthyffe Hollywood a decade oarker. 
clever self-censorship and a willingness to 
play ball on obviously subversive matters 
could alow the smart filmmaker to engage 
creatively with politics and philosophy in 
a way that a writer never could. 



I of a series of glass plates and sliding 
slowed characters and scenes to 
and emerge, seamlessly meltmg 
cn the dreamlike and hyperreal. The 
que allows an almost photographic 


e/er come to putting tt 
An international jury in L 
rtamod It the greatest i 
made, an accolade that 
around the work) many tlit 
Norsteln’s perfoctioni 
achievomonts, but it als 


Irtcrodibly, still is, an adaptation of Gogol's 
The Overcoat. Back then, it had already 
taken him four years: today, 29 years after 
beginning. Norstein has completed perhaps 
25 minutes of the feature length film. 

No wonderthey call him 'The Golden Snal'. 

















THE DICTATOR 

DDIECTBI BY Larry Charles bTA May 2012 

I lf you ihnughi Sacha Baron Lohen 
had run out of controversial 
iierial, think again. 'Hie Bonn creator will adapt 


MEMPHIS 

DIRECTED BY Paul Greengrass ETA 201 2 

L last. Greengrass has chosen 
• bis follow-up to Orem Zone - 
a biopic of Martin 1-uther King in the days and 
hours leading up to his assassination in 1968. 
'llic Biiurne director hat a script, and Scott Rudin 
is anacbed to produce. 


CEDAR RAPIDS 

DIRECTED BY Miguel Aricta ETA 20 1 1 

I 'Ihe /fiuigiiter’s Hd Hchns stars as 
' a leptessed insurance salesman 
led su^ by party animal and work rival John C Reily. 
'The trailer is worth watdiing for a lough-out-loud n- 
)oke abcut 'fi^ Mnr, courtesy of co-star IsidtWhidodt 
Jr - Mio Toigh r lemember as Stator Datis 
from the HBO show. 

TAKE SHELTER 

DIRECTED BY lefl Nichols ETA Winter 201 1 

I Expect to see Boarckoalk Umpire 
u Michael Shannon on plenty of 
awards shortlists next year for his performance as 
a mentally imbalanced blue-collar father driven to 
build a tornado shelter in his backyard. Sundance 


THE HUNGER 
GAMES 

DIRECTED BY Gary Ross ETA March 2012 

E adaptation of Suzanne 
’ Collins' young adult set-fi novel 
now has a release date, and a director in Gary 
Ross {Seabiscuii). What it doesn't yet have 
is a star to play l(i-year-old heroine Katniss 
Everdeen. Might we suggest 7Vue Grii sensation 
Bailee Steinfeld? 


CAPTAIN 
AMERICA: THE 
FIRST AVENGER 


superhero during the Super Bowl, aivt a seems at 
Erst glance like more of the same old ciap.l'hat said. 
Chris Evans has charisma, and a Woild Whr U- 
eta comic-book adaptation is a novel twist on the 
formula. Could go either way but we’re not excited. 

THE 

ADVENTURES 
OF TINTIN: 

THE SECRET OF 
THE UNICORN 

DIRECTED BY Steven Spielberg ETA December 201 1 

IMMi *< 

antmated movie make it seem 
more like a I’ixar Hick than a Robert Zemeckis- 
siyle mweap disaster. Which, along with a script 
by Steven Moffait, HdgarW right and Joe Cornish, 
spells gvtod news in our hooks. Expect a teaser 
trailer in the near future. 



X-MEN: 

FIRST CLASS 

DIRECTED BV Mitchew Vaughn EIAJune 2011 



DIRECTED BV Ridley Scnu EIAJune 2012 

Soiry, Aliin tana. Sccxi has scrapped 
plans fur a prequci lo ihc xcmimniph 
In I'avnur of making an original sci-li movie 
uidi Las' cieator Uamon Lsiddof, siairing Mkhacl 
Passboider and Naomi Rapaee. VChat happened. 
Ridley? Worried you couldn'l maldi the dizy 
heists of .4/unr or /Wiiior -RtqiQtm} 

PEEP WORLD 

HRECIED BY Barry W Blausrdn EIA Sumroer 201 1 
Scarring the cream of US 
'JV ulenc - Sarah Silverman, 
Michael C Hall and TIu Offke'i Rainn Wilson 
this family-oricnied black comedy seems like 
Amsud Dewlapmeni and 'ITic 
Roytil Teiienbaums. Beware - the very tunny 
crailer gives almost too much away. 



MARTHA 

MARCYMAY 

MARLENE 



SUPERMAN: 
MAN OF STEEL 


DIRECTHI BV /ack Snyder ETA Summer 2012 

I TTic casting of The ’/lidrw st 
tienry Cavill u Kal-HI meai 
(hat Superman. Spider-Man and Batman ate i 
ctinenily bang [dayed Brils, 'lake that, Americ 
C^an Snyder avoid the sdf-indulgence that marb 
muchmeni Don't bet on it. 


PERFECT SENSE 

DIRECTED BV David .Mackenzie EIA Summer 201 1 
I Diiecior David Mackenzie's 
nuon witft his Vning Adam 
star Ewan McCiregor also premiered at Sundance. 
Its worid-gone-mad sceitario, which sees a bizarre 
pathological disease gr^ Britain, was described by 
one teviewa as 'a bit like Sam Rainii meets (ieorge 
Orwell and Michael <>ichu>n.' 


THE DARK 
KNIGHT RISES 


DIRECTED BV Christopher Nolan ETA July 2012 

Christopher Nolan brought 
an end to over a year of gossip 
by casting Anne Hathaway as Catwoman in his 
third and, so he clainti, tinal Batman film. V(c 
would've preferTed (2ier, frankly.'l'om Hardy will 
play Bane, the insanely muscle-bound villain who 
breals Batman's back in the comic-book. Filming 
starts in May. 


THE DEVIL’S 
DOUBLE 


DIRECTED BV I« l'amahori ETA Winter 20 M 

I laonsgaie has picked up this indie 
drama about the man forced to 
become the body double of Saddam Hussein's son 
Uday. Dominic Cooper sheds his Aiiunmn Mu! 
persona with a repi'nedly inciedible performance 
as both the unludty double and the thuggish Uday. 


THE 

CONSPIRATOR 


DIRECTED BY Robert Redl'ord EIA July 201 1 

tre Redford's account of 
‘ the trial of the plotters behind 
)f Abraham Lincoln now has a 
trailer, and very bombastic It is mo. coming olT 
like nothing less than an 1 860s version oT A Fete 
Good Men. James McAvoy stars in the 'you can't 
handle the truth' role. 


2 GUNS 


DIRECTED BY David O Russel! EIA 2012 

sell, a hot properly once again 
^ thanks to Ihe Fighier, may reunite 
Mnue Vautftn and Dwen Wilson in this conic-book 
adaptation. 'Jfie I'diiline Crashers it ain't more 
a pulpy, /ru/wnJoNsiyle heist movie. Oiuldbcfun. 


THE TREE 
OF LIFE 


DIRECTED BY Terrence Malick ETA 201 1 

I Malidc's longKlelay^d epc linaly has 
lease date, some years after filming 
finished. If the sublime trailer is anything to go by. 
it wiD be a lile-alfirming work of an unlike any 
other film released this year. At the very least, i'll 
be better than Benjamm Biiinm. Brad Pin and Sean 
IVnn star, and wc hofte to sec it at CJannes. 


MY WEEK 
WITH MARILYN 

DIRECTED BY Simon Curtis EIA Aunmin 201 1 



of choice: an adaptation of the tempestuous 
relationship between Sir Laurence Olivier 
(Kenneth Branagh) and Marilyn Mortroe 
(MicheUe Williams) on the set of l9S0s drama 
The Ih-mce and the Shoiegirl. Judi Dench. Derek 
JacoN and Emma Watson round out the 
impressive cast. 
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